


FRANK RICHARDS EXCELS HIMSELF IN THIS SUPERB SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN !
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FEATURING THE WORLD-FAMOUS HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GRETEhIABE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter is Too Obliging !

&b HUT that deoor!"” roared Lob
S Cherry.
ifi E-E- £

¥
“Bhut i1t 1

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut that door I yelled six or seven
volces in chorus.

* But——"" howled DBilly Bunfer.

“You fat aszs, shut that door!”

Instead of shutting the door of Stud
No. 1, Billy Bunter blinked in, thmugﬁ
his big spectacles, at the crowd of
juniors therc.

He Llinked through a cloud of Sving
fragmentz of paper.

Harry Wharton & Co. were busy.
They were tearing up paper for
“seent ™ in a paper-chase that was
due on the morrow,

On the study table wes o stack of
paper—old exercises, disused books,
newspapers=—anything and everything
that could be collected for the purpose.

The Famous Five were all there, and
Putnam van Duck, and Smithy, and
several other fellows—and many hands
made light work., A large basket was
filling with torn paper—till Bunter
opened the study door. Then it began
to unload a little.

It was o fine Moy day, but there nas
a kecn wind blowing in the quedrangle.
There was a strong draught coming
along the Remove passage. The study
window was wide open.

S0 when the door was open also,
something like a gale blew through the
study, scettering torn paper in clouds.
Which was rather exasperating tp the
fellows whoe hed torn 1t pp. They did
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not want to crawl over the foor gathar-
ing u}i: innumerabls -fragments. ~ 2o
they all yelled to the fat Owl of the
Femove to shut the door.

Instead of which, Billy Bunter stood
in the middle of the open deorway,
blinking at them.

“Will you shut that door?® shricked
Harry Wharton.

“ Look here—"*

“Bang it on his =ailly nose, Smithy—
you're nearest!™

The Bounder rcached out, grasped the
door, and hurled it shut. Billy Bunter
made a_swift backward leap, just in
time. Nevér had his fat little nose had
& NAITOWer escape.

“The silly ass!™ growled Bob Cherry,
as fragments of paper fell like smow-
flakes. *“What the dickens does he
want? It's past tea-time!”

“Aaybe he’s honing to lend a hand
with this job,” suggested Putnam van
Duek.

Tiere was a chuckle in Study Neo. 1

Van Duck was a new fellow. That
wecounted for his supgestion. No fellow
who had been long at Greyfriars 8chool,
aud become well acquainted with Billy
Bunter, would have fancied that he
was keen to lend a hand in a2 j0b of
work.

Whatever Billy Dunter wanted, it
was not a job. Bunter was unemployed
os often and as long as he could man-
age it: and he hiad never been known
to be genuinely secking work.

But it seemed that he wanted some-
thing; for about a minute later, the
cdaoor opened & few inches, and he
Llinked cautiously in.

“I say, wvou fellows—" pcame his
squeak. Along  with it ecame the

draught from the passage, and a [resh
scattering of fragments.

“Get out!” roared Johnpny Bull

“But I say—"

“Blaughtor him!* howled TFrauk
Nugent.

Two or thres fellows jumped wup.
With tha: gale from the passage
scattering the fragments, they looked
like having a paper-chase in the study,
without waiting for the morrow. Which
was not at all what they wanted.

“I say, I've got a letter ™ yelled

E'u:nter. "I say, there was a lotter for
Van Duck, and I've brought it up—~
“Chuek it- in, then, fathead, and

shut that door .
" But EI say—""

_Billy Bunter jerked back his lead
like » tortoise popping back into the
shell, as a whirmng cushion crashed.
The door shut again.

“Beasts ¥ came s how] through the
keyhole.

utnam van Duck, who was ecated
on the box under the window, Lusily
ripping old newspapers, sat up and took
notice.

“Bay, if there's a letter for me, I

wess I want it,” he remarked. “lay-

_it's frem my popper, back in
Chicago.”

“'Tain't!” came the voice throngh
the keyhele. Evidently Bunter heard
the American junior’s vemark through
that sperturc.

“How'd you know, vou fat clam?”
called out Van Duck.

“"The postmark’s London!” squeaked
Bunter, through the kevhole. “And
the fst ain't your father’'s, either!” .

¥*How'd you know my popper’s fist$”

At which there was another chuckla
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in 8tudy No. 1. The i.au::-{l from Chicago
was learning & lot of things at Grey-
frinra, but had yet a lot to learn
about William George Bunter,

“Bunter sces the outsides of all the
letters, and the insides of & good many,”
explained Bob Cherry.

“ Beast | came through the keyhole.

“Well, he's an obliging guy to bring
the letter up for mel” remarked Van
Duck. “Chuck it in, Bunter! Might
be from cld Coot—"

Thera was vet snother chuckle.

“ Bunter's always obliging to million-
sires and things!"” said Bob., *He
scenta & remittance in that latter!™

“ Beast ["—through the kevhole.

“Bhove it under the door, Bunter!”
called out Harry Wharton.

“Shan't! There may be money in
it!1" retorted Bunter, through the kex-
hole. “A chap oughin't to be careless
with a letter with a remitiance in itf.
I'm going to give it to Van Duck!”

e door reopened.

Bunter rolled in—extracting s letter
from his pocket as he did so. He
blinked round the study with the letter
in_his fat hand. .

It did not seem to occur to him to
shut the door while he handed over
the letter. DBunter was not bothering
about torn paper I:-inwin% in the wind.
He was thinking of what might be
ingide Van Duck’s lettér—and the
chance of securing & small loan from a
fellow who had just received & remit-
tunce, It was not Billiv Bunter's way,
as & rule, to be fearfully obliging; but
s millionaire's son was the rort of
fellow Bunter liked to oblige.

Owing to a disappointment about a
postal order he was expecting, Bunter
was short of cash. Hoe wanted to be
present when that letter wasz opened.
If it contmined, as seemed vory prob-
able to Bunter, n remiftance, Bunter
wanted a whack in the crumbs that fell
from the rich man's table. Bunter, as
usual, was on the make[

“I say, here it is,” said Bunter. “I
env, Van Duck—I say—whoop! I—I—
varooopi Leggo, Inky, you besst!

‘oo-hoop LM

Hurres Jamset Ram Eingh jumped
up and grabbed the Owl of the Remove.
Nobody in the study c<ared twopence

whether thers was a remittance in Van

Duck’s lettar or not; unlike Bunter,
they wera bothered about the ™scent™
blowing all over the place, The Nabob
of Bhanipur grabbed Dunter by the
back of o fat neck.

“Chuck that letter
said Van Duck.

“Yarach 1™

“And buck up with the chuckiulness,
my esteemed fat idiot!" eaid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, administering a
heftv shake.

“Urrrgegh " gurgled Bunter. * Beast !
Ili'rrg‘h[ Er-ggn! I'm chueking it, ain’t
ok

He chucked the lutter over to ihe
Amervienn junior at the window. Then
he left tho studv—swiftly, A swing of
Hurrce Jomsaet Rem Singh’s arm spun
him into the passege, and the door
slammed on him.

A howl sounded from the Remove
paszage. At tha same moment there
was 8 howl from Putnam van Duck.

“GZee—my letter——"

He grabbed at the letter as it flew.
Nut that letter, borne on the draught
through the study, flew past him, and
out at the open window. It was gone
befora Bunter, swift as Eunter's de-
partiire was.

Putnam van Duock jumped up. and

over, Bunter!™
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a glimpse of an envelope flying on the
wiﬁd, End then it vanished.

“Search me!” gasped Van Duok.
“That pesky bonehead I guess I
got to get after my letter!™

“You'll find it in the quad!” said
Harry Wharton: and Van Duck cut
moross the study to the door.

1t opened mnd shut quickly, A Eat
hand caught at Putnam's sleeve as he
ran towards the stairs.

“T say, old chap—" gasped Bunter.

“Leggo, you fat clam 1”

“ But, 1 say—"

Bump! : -

With his letter flying asbout in the
wind in the quad, Putnam had no time
to waste on Bunter. He grabbed the
fat junior, and sat him down in the
Remove passage—hard.

“3it down, you pesky bonechead [”
runted Van Duck; and az Bunter sat,
ﬁa out down the passage to the stair-
Cafe.
0w Reast ! roared  Bunter.
“Catch m: bringing up letters for you
again, vou rotter! Urrrggh! Beast!”

In Btudy No. 1, Harry Wharton & Co,
continued tearing up “scent,” expecting
Putnam fo come back every minute.
But he did not come back. The sportive

ON THE SCENT !

To Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greylriars, it seems absolutely
impossible to think that
kidnappers conld be looking out
for a chance to grab a school-
koy on a paper-chase. But
kidnapping Putnam van Duck
means a ransom of hall a
million dollars from  hiy
‘¢ popper,”’ the multi-millionaire
of Chieago, and that makes all
the difference !

winds of May were whirling that letter
into unknown spaces, and the American
junior was hunting for it, and hunting
1N vaimn.

h

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rounding Up the Slackers !

Ty UT you come!” roared Bob
0 Cherry. 2 3
He was looking into the

doorway of Btudy No. 12 in

the Remove. . ]
On an expensive sofc in that
luxuricusly  appointed study  was

strotched the elegant figure of Lord
Mauleverer.

It "was the following afternoon—a
bright, sunny May afterncon, and a
hali-holiday at Greyfriars, The Remove
run was a to start, and a crowd of
fellows, in running shorts, wera gather-
ing in the quadrangle

On & fine, keen day hare and hounds
appealed to most of the fellows in the
Greyfriars Remove—a strenuous Form,
But thersa were exceptions. .

It was & rule that every fellow in the
Form had te join up, though fellows
wha disliked the strenuouns life generslly
managed to tail off very carly in the
YU,

. Boma preferred not to etart if th
could possibly get out of it. Lor
Maunleverer, the laziest man evor, was

glarcd from the study window. e had one; Billy Bunter, emphatically, was

3

spother. Skinner & Co. preferred cigar-
etfes in their studv—a preference they
were not sllowed to gratify.

Harry harton, as -::E:Ptam of the
Remaove, was %‘ning round hunting out
slackers and shirkers, and Bob Cherry
was lending him a hand—an energetic
hand! Everything that Bob did had a
spot of energy 1n it—a considerable
spot. Whether he liked a follow, as he

id Mauly, or whether he loathed him,
as he did Bkinner, it was ull the sama
to Bob; they were &ll going to line up
for the statrt, at leset, whatever they
Inight contrive to do later.

erhaps Mauly had forgotten that the
Eaper-chaaa was on, or perhaps he
oped that the paper-chasers would
furfat him. Anyhow, his lazy lordship
had retired to his study after dinner,
and was now reposing on his sofa, with-
a silken cushion under his noble hesd,
azing out of the study window at the
lue zky in dreamy contentment, till
Bob Cherry happened, rather like an
carthquake and & thunderstorm. rolled
into one,

“"¥ou're mnot changed, wou ass!”
roared Bob, “Buck up! Get 8 move
oal Jump toit! Do you want to stick
on that sofa while we're doing miles
and miles snd miles and miles and
nmiiles I

“Yaas [” assented Lord Mauleverer,

“Tired i” asked Bob.

“Yaas M

“What's made you tired 1"

“¥oul” said his lordship plaintively.

Bob chuckled. _

“I'll give you something to cure all
that, old bean 1” he answered, “If sou
feel that you can't get off that sofa—is
that how you feel "

“Yaas 1"

“I'm the man to help you I said Bob.

He came across the study, and his
lordship eyed him apprehensively. IHis
lordship's epprehensions were well-
founded.

Bob grasped the end of the =sofa,
heaved at it, and tilted it over. There
was & howl as his lordship rolled off
Em expencive sofa, and landed with a

[ Ffi ]

“r' Fcrni:ni'l; 1" howled Mauleverer. :

‘Feel that you can get going now i’
aslced Bob. . ahi i

“Ow! Wowl”

“3till tired ¥

“Ow!l Yeas! Wowl”

“Race vyou down the Remove
passage !” said Bob. “I'll give you a
start—with my foot—like that—"

“Yarcooh I’

" And like that |”

“Keep off, you dangerous mantac !
yelled Maulaverer.

And he bounded out of the study,
followed by the chuckling Bob.

Harry Wharton was coming out of
Study No. 14, helping Fisher T. Fish,
the American junior. Unlike his fellow-
countryman, Putnom van Duck, who
was very keen on the strenuous life,
Fishy wanted tadgi\'a the paper-chase o
miss. KFishy had some nccounts to do
that afternoon—he loved to spend a
holiday at accounts. It was really
rather “fierce,” as he would have ex-

ressed it ; for Fishy was not sure what

ad become of & halfpenny he had
missed, and he was very anxzious tc
trace that missing ha!Epenp{I i

But it booted notl Fishy's pencil
went in one direction and his mccount-
book in the other as the ﬂnptain of ths
Remove helped him out of the study.
He helped him by a rather long ear, to
the accompaniment of fendish howle
from Fisher T. Fizh.

“You pesky boob, vill you legge my
veari” E?ishj' was yelling.

“Hallo, hallo, Hlo 1” reared Bob.
Tae Macxer Lisrant.—Nog. 1,474,
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“Another tired man? Leave him to
me, old top! Stand sbam:hi;:} Fishy—and
sea if I can land you at gtairs’ with
one kick [ :

Ficher T. Fish did not stand still.
Wharton let go his ear, and he Hew!
Fishy hed mo desire whatever to see
whether Bob could buzz him the length
of the passage with one kick |

“ Any more* grinned Bob. :

"&kinper hasn't tuwrned up!’ said
Harry, laughing.

L3 (Jﬁmﬂ ﬂn lJI‘

Skinner’s study was No. 11. The door
of Study No. 11 burst open as if a
battering-ram had hit it when Dob
arrived thera, .

Bdkinn&r* Bnoop, and Stott were in the
Hh] *

T}gap were gathered round the table,
with 1mi-n;l-:n§aper before them and pens
in their 3., They locked busy.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo|” roared Bob
Cherry. “You fellows know that we're
just starting? Get down and change t*

Skinner glanced round.

“Borry I” he answered. “I've got
lines for Lodert”

“Same here!” said Snoop. “Yonu
know that beastly bully, r of the
Hdixth1 No gc—udy tﬂ]]iﬂﬁ! him that we
want to ?0 on & paper-chase when he's
given us lines [

“Oh ¥ said Bob, rather nonplussed.
He did know, eonly too well, what a
very uynpleasant fellow Loder of the
Sixth was.

Btott, who was not
slacker as his friends, |
He laid down his pen, and rdse
the table.

“Lock here, F'm gninE_!” he said.
8noop sneered, and Bkinner shrugged
his shouldera. Btott passed Bob, and
went out of the study. Harry Wharton
logked in, .

j:j{}:rma on, Skinner and Bnoop ! he
gaid.

" Lines for Loder " said Skinner.

That was good enough for EBob
Cherry, who was as unsuspicicus as he
was strenuous. The captain of the
Remove was not quite so trostful as
Bob, A Form captain had dutics to do,
and had to keep an eye opgn. )

“That's gll right, Skinner ! he said.

“Lines can't stop a chap joining up for
a run! TI'll explain to Loder of the
Hixth.”
. "That won't stop hin giving me six
if T don't take in the lines|” said
Skinner. “I'd rather get them done, if
you don't mind.”

“But I do!" pointed out the captain
of the Remove. “You're joining up for
the run, old bean | But I'll tell you what
—I’ll cut down end see Loder, and ask
him to give you leave first, if vou like.”

That *offer did not seem to please
Skinner, It made Bnoop look quite

alarmed. Enm}:l laid down his pen.
“May as well go!"” he said. E

“Why, you spocfing slackers [ roared
Bob Cherry. hat the captain of tho
Remove had -guessed at once now
dawned on Bob. “You haven't got lines
for Loder at all! It's just spoof to get
out of the run| Bag them I

“1 eay, I'm going I gasped Snoop.

And ho eut out of the study in a
hurry, and joined the other !=.-‘Jn=::ﬁers on
the way to the changing-room.

Skinner gave the captain of the Form
a bitter look. As he had no lines to
do for Loder of the Sixth, he certainly
did not want that prefect asked to give
him leave. Loder would have beend
annoyed by the use of his name for pur-
poses of spoof, and would no deubt have
made the linez a reality, as well as
adding, in all prohabtlity, & swipe from
hiz ashplant |

Tie Magxer [iprary.—No. 1,474,
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“Look here,” said Bkinner savagels,
“I'm not coming—see! There's a
beastly east wind, and I don’t like it!
I've vgot. 8 fa'm in my foot, too!”

“Which foot?"” asked Bob.

“The right |” grunted Bkinner.

“I'll give you one in the ather foot
to mateh ¥

Bob _ﬂhgﬂ{ lifted his own foot—a
large si1ze in feet~—and brought it dewn,
and Blinner jerked his left foot away
just in time. :

Whether he had s pain in his right
foot or not, he certainly would have
had o pain in his left had. that hefty
Hmnf landed on it.

“Y¥ou silly ess!" welled Skinner.
"Eeel?[ your hoofs to yourself! Loolk
hers, I'm jolly well not goir 4
*““Take his other ear, Harry.”

“¥arcooh | roared Skioner, as his
ears were captured,

Wharton and Bob walked out of the
study with Skinner’s cars, Needless to
state, tho rest of Skinner accompanied
the ears,

“ Seen .Bunter!” called owt Johnny
Bull from the landing,

“ Hasn’t he turried up 1"

“No; can't find him anywhere,”

“The fat porker | Help Skinner down
L::g tf!‘? changing-room while we look for

im.

But 1t was useless to look for Billy
Bunter,

Generally that fat and fatuous vouth
waa scen oftener than any Creyiriars
fellow gould posaibly desire to sea him.
Now he was conspicuous by his absence.

Studies and passages were drawn
blank. He was not in the- Rag or
hiding in the Form-room. He could
not ba seen in the quad, and every
fellow who was asked had seen nothing

of him. Billy Bunter had vanished,

That he was dodging the lemove run
was certain, but in what secluded spot
he had parked his fat person for that
purpose was & mystery. Up and down
and round about went half a dozen
fellows, looking for Bunter; but they
found him not] He had wvanished as
completely as Van Duck's letter, blown
away the previous day, though it was
certain that Billy Bunter had not blown
pway—tho most powerful of hurricanes
would hardly have been equal to his
wr.gghtl o

unter hed to be given up. Wingate
of the S8ixth was to agtart th*f run, atgtha
appointed time, and the captain of the
schoal could not ba kept waiting. Of
all the slackers in the Remove, Billy
Bunter was the only one who succeeded
in escaping—but Bunter had made &
success of it | Harry Wharton goave him
up 3{: last and joined tho fellows in the
qua

“ Can’t find Bunter 1" asked Smithy.

"“*No—he's kecping doggo somewhers,
the fat slacker,™ growle
the Remove.

“I can tell you how to catch him!”
grinned the Bounder,

“ How 7

“Mako a noise like & postal order,”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Fathead I" said Harry. “I'll kick
him when we come back! Now, then,

ou men, ready! Wingate will be hera
inatick| Gotyour ‘ scent,” Van Duck i*

“Bure | answered Putnam,

Harry Wharton and Puinam van
Duck were to b the hares, the rest of
the Remove the pack. All was ready
now for Wingate to come down to the

ates to give the signal for starting.

ut before Wingate of the Bix
arrived someone else arrived on the
scene—Poker Pike, the Greyfriars
EUDIAD,

the ceptain of

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poker Bays *“Nope ! ™

1] HAT'S this hera stunt 1"
w Poker Piko asked
guestion, o
Mr. Pike had been eittin
on the bench by Gosling's lodge, wi
his eye on the gater, while the
Removites wera gathering there.

Poker Pike, when he was noet prowl-
ing round the quad or the Cloisters, the
p]a}'irﬁ fields or the tennis courts,
generally had hiz eye on the gates

It wae rumaured in the Bemove that
he wag paid an enormous ealary by -the
Chicago millionaire for keeping guard
over his son ot Greviriars School. .

Large or small, thers was no doubt
that Poker earned that salary, and
earned 1t consaientiously.

He watched over the safets{r of Putnam
van Duck night and day, oiten ceausing
Putnam extreme irritation thereby.

Chick Chew, ster kidnapper of the
United States, had made no fewer than
thred attempta to kiﬂna%tha son of the
multi-millionaire; and ' Poker had put
paid to every one of them.

The hesdmaster, when he gave leave
for the gunman guard to take up his
uartera at Grayfriars, had hoped that
Mr. Pike would exercise tact and
reserve and rather keep out of the
publie eve.

Instead . of which Poker hed become
a very prominent character at-Grey-
friars, and very often had the spotlight.

Atill, even Poker Pike was [orgotien

that

sometimes, and Harry Wharton & Ce,,
in fixing up the "paper-chase. that
Wednesday afterncon, had not bestowed

a esingle thought on the Greyfriars
EUNmAn,

Van Duck, naturalle, was gmni to
take part in the Form run; nothing
would have induced him to stand out.
In fact, he couldn’t have stood out—
without being rounded u like
pkinner & Co., unless ho had found
EOINA dee%‘l hiding-place like Dilly
Bunter.  Which certainly would not
have szwmted that wery keen and
cnergetic youth from Chicago.

Like the other fellows, he had for-
otten his guardian. And, like them,
e was remunded of him when the hefty
gunman, with his black bowler haf
ammed down on his  bullet head,
iﬂunged on the scene. Poker Pike was
not & man to be forgotten long.

Having inquired whet the stunt was,
Poker Pike stood with his hands on his
hips, eyeing the juniors with his keen
slits of eyes.. Ilis hard-boiled hickory
frco wore ita usual serious expression.
Evidently he was on the alert at the
sight of Putnem preparing to go on a
cross-country run, To JMr, Pike's
suspicious and wary mind the wholo
countryside was haunted by American

kidnappers on the watch for the
millionaire’s son.
“That blessed gupnman!” exclzimed

Bob Cherry. “Van Duck. old bhean,
‘ou'd better tell him that this is where
o pets off.™

“Poker, you big stif,” yapped
Putnam van i}uc » Y you beat it ga-a?
You  beat it pronto! You're too

numerocus | Vamoose |

Poker dil not *vamoose.” Ho stood
like & rock, Wingat-& of the Sixth could
ba geen coming down from the House.
The run was bocked to start. But that
did not mattor to Poker Pike. He stood
immovable in the way.

“Y guess I want to know, you Putnam
wan Duck I* eaid the gunman. '*I figure
fram your outfit that you're aiming to
burn the wind with this bunch of young
gouye. ‘That itt*



" You said it I agreed Putnam. “It's
a paper-chase, you geck, if you
what that is! Absquatulate!”

“I guess notl” said Poker, with a
ﬁmve shake of the head. “¥ou can'

o this, big bor, I'm telling youl
got to keep tabs on you, and I'll say
you got to st it out.”

Van Duck snorted!  The other
fellows grinned.
“Forget it1” growled Van Dueck
“I'm going I*
“You ain't!” contradicted Poker.

“How'd I keep tabs on you and ﬂgﬂu
beating it &ll over the horizan? Mebbe

thet galoot Chick
afternoon—1I'll sa

Chew is around thia
he ain't the hombre
to lose chances, ain't airning to cable
0ld Man Vanderdecken, in Chicawgo,
thet Chick has cinched his bov! Surest
thing you know.”

."‘ 1‘_‘.:"-. .
Bob Cherry grasped the end of the

his expensive sofa, and landsd with a bump. i
asked Bob cheerily.

“It's all right, Mr. Pike,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. * Chick Chew won't
bother Van Duck in a erowd like this”

* Mebbe,” said Mr. Pike—" and mebbe
not! I ain't taking chances! Bovees
will be boyees—and I ghess. you'll
scatter, and never think of Chick till
he gets & cinch on that young geck
Yon wash it cut, you Putnam.”

“(Jo and chop chips!” was Putnam's

answer.
““Here’'s Wingate!” said Frank
N Wingate [

t. “All ready, ‘
the Greyiriars
captain,

“Lina up,” said
“Ten minutés start for the

hares. Now, then—— Here, what
vou want?” He stared at Poker Pike,

“T'll mention I want that Putnam van
Duck 1 said Poker., *I guess he ain't
hitting the horizon with that bunch.”

Wingsate langhed. )

“That's for Van Duck himself to
gettle, Mr. Pike,”™ he gaid. "I don't
suppose the kid will be in any donger

I replied.

sofa, heaved at it, and tlited it over, Th
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in & mob like this. There is no order

koow +«for him to keep in gates, and he will

do as he pleases.”

FPoker shook hia head.

“You got another guesa coming I he
“0ld Man Vanderdecken van
Duck sure has put it ‘u%tﬂ me to kee
tabs on him. I guess if he wants a walk
I'll walk with him—but I ain’t running
none. I'll murmur that he's going to
sit it out.”

“It's for you to seitle, Van Duck!”
said Wingate.
“I'm going!” roared Putnam,
“That's that, then! Get going "
The two hares made 8 move. Bo did
Poker Pikel Poker's move was swift,
and he grabbed tha shoulder of the
millionaire’a son.
“Forget it !" he remarked.

“Legeo 1" yelled Puinam.
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“ Oooooooh ! ** howled his lordship.

“Y guess not.”
“Will you leggo?" shrieked Putnam.
“Not eo's you'd notice iti? said
Poker calmly. *Chew on it, big boyl
I got to keep tabs on you.”
Let him go at once, you assl”

exclaimed Wingate.
“Park it, voul” said Poker.

Thera was 8 bunzz from the Remorve
crowd. Some of them were laughing,
but some were getting wrathy. Tine
was being wasted, and Poker, who very
often "*horned in" where he waz not
wanted, had never been so much in the
Way A5 Now.

ut it waz clear that -he meant
business, His grasp on Van Duck’s
shoulder fastened like a wvice,

“Chuck it. Pike, you
roared Bob Cherry.

“Up-end the cheeky ass!” exclaimed
the Bounder impatiently.

“Roll him over'” said Peter Todd

fathesd ! .

5

“Barge him out of the wayl!” ex-
claimed six or seven fellows at once

“Held on!” rapped Wingate.
*“Better call Quelch I”

Wingate, as head prefect and captain

of the school, was & person of
authority. But, to Mr. Pike, he was
only & schoolboy ke the rest. Win-

ate, fortunately, wes a good-tempered
ellow, and could be patient with &
stranger within the gates, who did not

understand Greyfriars manners and
customs

An order from Mr. Quelch, the
BRemove master, would ave been

enough, no doubt It was the easiest
way out. But Quelch, as jt happened,
was not available.
“ Quelchy's gone out, Wingate " said
arry. “He went out aiter dinner
with rout.”
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are was a2 howl, as Lord Maulaverer rolled off

* Feel that you can got golng now ? **

“Ow! Yaas! Wow!"™

“Oh!" said Wingate.  “Well, we
can’t bother the Head!l Pike, you ass,
let go that kid at oncel”

" Forget it 1” answered Poker.

Wingate's good temper failed him a
little. Hea came up to the gunman,
with a rather grim expression on hia
face.

“Chuck it, now !” he snapped. “ Take
vour paw off Van Duck’s shoulder!™

The Removites looked on bresth-
lessly, The captain of Greyfriars was
not the man to take no for an answer.
But it was only too clear that Poker
Pike's answer was going to be in the
negative.

“Poker, you gink—" urged
Futnam.
“Pack it up, Fyou Puiman van

Duck,” mnswerad Poker. “You ain't
beating it none | You hear me tall!™

Tae Magxer Lisrier.—No. 1,474
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"“Will you let that kid go?” snapped
Wingate, losing patience.

“Nopel” answered Mr. Pike.

“1 shall have to make you, then !

“Forget if, bo'l"

“Last time of dsking
Wingate.

And as Mr. Pike's grasp remained
immoveble on Van Duck’s shoulder, the
GGreyfriars ceptain grasped Mr. Pike, to
drag him off.

Big and strong as the captain of
Greyfriars was, his wrench at the gun-
man did not even make him stir.
Poker stood rock-still! But, as Win-
gato wrenched again, the gunman
swung round his left pnrm, and the big
Hixth Former went spinning.

“0Oh1” gasped Wingate, as he spun.

He tottered a couple of yards, under
tha impetus of that hefty shove,
sturnbled, and fell.

What would have happened when he

ot on his feet was never known, for,
gefm-u he could rise, the whole Remove
rushed at Poker Pike. )

Foker was hefty and wiry, stron
almoest as a horse. But even Poker ha
no chance against the swarm of
juniors. ] .

They grasped him on all sides and
dragged him bodily over; and Poker
velled as ho hit the county of Kent

“Bag lum " ’ye‘llnd Bob Cherry.

‘Down him!" yelled Jobnny Bull.

“5it on bhm ¥

For a couple of minutes there was a
wild mix-up. Then Poker Pike, still
resizsting, was on his back, with about a
dozen feet planted on him, ])inning him
there, and three or four fellows. sitting
on him.

Under the Removites, the Greyfriars
gunman heaved hke the mighty ocean.
But he heaved in vain |

[~ e ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Poker in the Pack !
him  there!” gasped

% EEP
K Harry Wharton.
“What-ho 1" chuckled Bob.

*We've got him " grinned
the Bounder.

¥
]

snapped

THE MAGNET

Smithy's foot was planted
Pike's bull neck, and Poker
under the pressure.

“Bafe as houses!”
Todd. “Get going I

“"Hg, ha, ha!"

“8ay. you ginks, vyou let up!" came
a suffocated howl from Poker FPike,
wriggling under many feet. “I'm tell-
ing your to let up! Don't I keep on
telling you I got to keep tab: on that
Putnam van Duck "

“Forget it, olddimer!” chuockled
FPutnem. “This is where vou get off,
Poker.™

“Come on!" said Harry, laughing.

Tha two hares trotited down the
raad, Poker made snother mightﬁ
heave—in wvain! Most of the pac
wore pinning him down, and they wers
not going to let him go till the hares
had had their start. After which it
would be too late for Poker to horn
in egain.

Wingate, rather breathless and not
in the best of tempers, gave the
wriggling gusman a very grim look.
However, FPoker was safely held, and
the Greyiriars captain left it at that.

Harry Wharton and Putnam van
Duck trotted down Friardale Lane, and
disappeared from sight towards the
word. Wingate looked at his watch.
The pack waited for the signal to start.

The pack was not quite so numerous
now. Two or three fellows had taken
advantage of the excitement to slip
away unnoticed. Fisher T. TFish had
souttled off to get back to his accounts,
and Bkinner had disappeared some-
whera in the quad.

Bob Cherry, certainly, would have
had an eye on them, and would have
rounded them up had he been less husy.
But Bob was very busy with Mr. Pike
—hia foot was on Poker's waistcoat,
jammed hard. 8o Fishy got back to
s study—and Skinner dodged behind
the elms—and both ecscaped |

Time was up at last, and Wingale_
g-?ﬁ'a the signal to start. Bob Cherry
lew a blast on a bugle.

Innumerable fcet were withdrawn
from Poker Pike—they were wanted for
other purposes now. The pack went

on M,
gurgled

chortled Peter

WALLY on the WAR-PATH!

Pity the poor ericket skipper! Tom
Merry little realised the trouble he was
piling ap for himself when he ignored
the claims of fags to play in the %nchunl
House cricket eleven! Tor the fags, led
by Wally D’Arcy, went on the war-
path against him—with results that were
all too painful and exciting for Tom |
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streaming dowa the road on the irail
of the hares—leaving Mr. Pike sitting
up breathlessly in the dust. _

“ 8Scarch meo!” gasped Mr. Pike.

He yrabbed at his bowler hat,
which had fallen off in the tussle. He
jammed it down on his bullet head
before he rose to his fect Then he
scrambled up.

Wingate gave him o glance and went
in at the gates. Poker did not beed
Wingate. He stood staring eiter the
streaming pack.

“Carry me home to die!” he ejacu-
lated.

What Poker would do when he was
released, the Hemovites neither knew
nor cared. But Mr. Pike knew what
he was going to do!

It was his business to “keep tabs™
on tha millionaire’s ron. The million-
gire's son wa-. already far away cut-
ting acress country with the captain of
the Bemove, leaving a trail of form

aper. There was only one thing for

oker to do—he started running after
the pack. 2

Poker was not cled for running. But
he had & turn of speed, and he was
soon on tho tail of the pack.

Bob Cherry glanced back at the
sound of pounding footsteps behind him.
He gave a yell

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's after us!”

“0Oh, my hst!” exclaimed Vornon-

Sm.ith, glancing over his shoulder.
“"He's joining up for the paper-
chaze !*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Foker came pounding on. He joined
the runnming pack as they reached tho
stile that gave admittance from the
lane mto Friardale Wood. Bob Cherry

gave him a welcoming vell.

“Came on, old bean! The more the
marrier [

“I guess 1 ain’t letiing that Putnam
van Duck get fur But of my might!”
panted Poker. “I'll ray I'm going lo
rope in that young gink !

Right-ho ! chuckled Bob. “We're
all after him, to rope him in if we can
—nobody's going to stop you now, old
soout 1%

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The pack,chuckled as they went on.
A= one of the k, Poker was welcome
to catch the hares if he could ! But-the
juniore did not think it likely that the
gunman would be in at the death. In
coat and trousers, boots and bowler hat,
M: Pike did not eeemy, to them, likely
to keep in the running long. Much
lighter attire was needed for a run
across country extending over many
winding miles.

But Poker was a sticker He waa a
serious guy, and toock his duties seri-
ously. Certainly, he was not so keen
on paper-chases. But he was golng to
catch Putnam wan Duck, if he could.
S0 he ran with the pack, amid a
chorus of chuckles.

The paper trail left the footpath and
wound among the trceas of Friardale
Wood. In the thickeis, fellows who
were not keen on the run disappeared.
Snoop was the first, and then Lord
Mauleverer sat down on o log to rest
for & moment or two—and that moment
or two lasted a good half-hour before
s lazy lordship got poinz again—and
then hia footsteps carried lim home-
ward.

Stott tailed off, breathless from the
effect of too many cigarctics in the
study. Hazeldene conked out next,
perhapas for the same reazon. But the
pack was still numercus whoen # came
to the plank bridge over the siream
in the wood,

The paper trail erossed the etrezm.



anit the pack headed for the bridge.
Only one fellow could cross et a time,
and Bob Cherry reached it frst and
trotted over.
when Poker Pike, reachini
same moinent, shouldered hi
pass shead.

Keen as all the fellows were on hunt-
ing the hares, the keenest Remove man
was not so keen ass Poker With
streams of perspiration running down
under his bowler hat, Poker barged on
hard and fast. He was not going to
waste any time with schoolboys getting
in tha way.

His hefty shoulder sent the Bounder
spinning, sod Poker leaped on the
%Mh Thers was a howl of rage from

ornon-Smith as he sat in the shallow
unhecding,

it st tha
m aside o

strenmm,  Poker, barged
ncross the plank. .
Smithy was up in & second, his rum-
ning shorts soaked and dripping. The
Bounder. did not care for that, but he

did care for being shouldered out of
the way. He leaped on the plank with
a spring like a tiger, flew nftor the
gunman, and barged him in the middle
of the back.

Poker had reached the middle of the
stream at the moment that Smithy
reached the middla of his back 1

He went headlong. .

There was & terrific splash as the %m-
man took & header into the water! The
water splashed right and left om the
pack as thev followed tht Bounder
acroas the plank.

“Yurrrgeh I gurgled Poker.

He went right under for a second,
then he was on his feet, standing with
the stream Howing past under his arm-
pits. Btreaming by in single file across
the plank b’richb, the juniors howled
with lau‘iﬁhter 8% th%y passed him,

"Wet{"” howled Peter Todd.-

“Damp ! chuckled Frank Nugent,

“The _dempfuloess &  terrific!”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

. E H-E., ha I®

“Urrrrgh 1" gosped Poker. “1 puess
I'll beat that pesky young guy up a
few!l Gurrrggh! d then somel
Wurrggh I

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

The whole pack had streamed past by
lhatetima Poker sorambled out of the
warer.

Looking back a few minutes later, the
Removites howled with laughter at the
sight of the gunman,.

Drenched and dripping, squelching
water from his boots at every step,
Poker Pike was still ecoming onl e
could not have felt happy, but he was
not going to be beaten! More than &
ducking was required to deter Poker
Pike.

He was breathless, he was wet, his
drenched clothes were sticking to him,
his hickory face was crimson under the
dripping bowler, but—like Charlev’s
celebrated aunt—he was still running !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Awkward for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER leaned back in
Mr, Queleh's armchair, rested
hiz feet on Mr. Quelch’s hassock,
and grinned.

Bunpter was teking it easy,

It was no wonder that the Hemove
fellows had failed to find him when they
were rounding-up the slackera. Nobody
had thought ©f looking in & master’s
study. IYellows were not supposed ta
entar Masters’ Studies without leave—
End few fellows were ever anxious to
o sl

Cortainly Billy Bunter would not

The Bounder was second,

EVERY SATURDAY

have risked stepping inte his Form-
master's study, even to dodge 8 paper-

chase, had Mr. Quelch been anvwhers
about the House or the school. But he
was aware that Quelech had gone out
after dinner, with Prout, the Fifth

Form master, for a lung walk.

Quelch being safely off the scene, and
Quelch's study certain never to be
searched by juniors, it really waz the
safost epot tﬂat the fat slacker could
have selected. _

What Queleh would have said—and
done—had he suddenly come in and
found the fat junior tsr.l:in%1 it FE—?-{ imn
his armchair in his study, hardly bore
thinking of. But there was no danger
of that., Henry Samuel Quelch was
miles away, walking Mr. Prout off his
portly legs!

S0 Bunter, grinning, took it easy!
He could hear the woices.of Hemove
fellows in the quad, but he®vas carciul
not to show himself at the window. The
voices died away at last, and he knew
that the paper-chasers were gone.

But he wes in no hurry to move. Ha
could not be too careful in such an im-
portant matter. Ile was not going to
run the slightest risk of being rounded-
up, after a%L and forced to exert his fat
self. For half an hour after the Re-
movites had started, the fat Crwl
remained sprawling in Quelch’'s arm-
chair.

Then at last Bunter rose and took =

cautious survey from the -window.
There were plenty of fellows to be seen
on o half-holiday, ‘but none of themn
were Removites. %
. Coker of the Fifth was u‘a]km\? and
talking with Potter and Greene of that
Form. Temple, Dabner & Co, could be
seen, heading for the tuckshop, Sammy
Bunter of the Second Form was suck-
ing toffce under one of the elms.
Hobson of the Shell, with a ericket
ball, was demonstrating a rather tricks
action in the bowling lina to his friends
Hoskins and Stewert. In the distance,
Sixth Form men could be seen at
practice. Hacker, master of the Shell,
was strolling with his hands tucked
under his coat tails, and his usual
worried expression on his face.

All these thingﬂ Billr Bunter saw,
from Mr. Quelch’s study window, with-
out interest. What interested him was
the faect that no Removites wore to be
sepn.  Evidently the danger was over.

Buddenly, however, he spotted a
Removite. But it was not alarming, for
it was Skinner that he spotted.

He grinned at the sight of S8kinner.

Evidently Harold Ski
ceeded in dodging, as well as Bunter.
Bkioner owed that to Mr. Pike and his
obstreperous intervention. Having
changed, Bkinner was sauntering at ease
in the quad—happy to have escaped the
exertion of a cross-country run. ]

Tho sight of Loder of the Sixth

coming along with Walker and Carne
cansed Bunter to pop back from the
window.

Loder was not likely to care whether
he joined up for a paper-<chase or not;
but it was not safe to let a prefect epot
him in a master's studyr.

All was clear now, &and DBunter
decided to vacate that siudy. :

Hs rolled over to the door, and
opened it s few inches, to peer out, to
make sure that the coast was clear.

Uniortunately for Bunter, it wasn't,

A murmur of wvoices was audible
farther slong the passage. ToCOg-
nised the tones of Capper and Wiggins,
masters of the Fourtk and Third.

Capper was talking to Wigguwns, in the
latter's study doorway.

Billy Bunter shut the door ain,
guickly and noisclessly, He dared not
let othsr beaka see bim emerging from

ames .

nner had suc-

7

his Form-master's study at .2 time
when, obviously, he had no busiuess
there, 3

‘" Beasts 1" murmured Bunter,

Heo waited impatiently. Five minates
later he reopened the door a few inches
—only to hear a third voice added to
the two. . Monsieur Charpentier had
joined the two masters, and was taking
part 10 the conversation at Wiggins
door.

Bunter shut Mr, Quelch's door again.

He snorted angrily.

Having esca the paperchase br
taking refuge in Quelch’s study, he now

to escape from Quelch's study, and
there was & lion in the path—or, rather,
three lions in the path, in the shape of
two Form-masters and s French
master.

It was very irritating for talkative
beaks to choose that time and place for
talking—very awkward for Bunter. He
could not possibly emerge while they
wera there. He would reported fo
Cﬁualnh,tand thers was & strict rule on
the subject of entering Masters' Studieca
without leave.

" Boasts ¥ repeated Bunter. )

He went back to Quelch's armchair
and sat down again. As he had to
watt, he preferred to sit it out.

Loker of the Fifth had been heard to

&y that when the beaks got together
they cackled like a lot of old hens!?
Really it seemed like it! Bunter

wondered how long thal ecackle was
going on at Wiggins door.
WZZZZ

The telephone bell interrupted his
reflections on that subject.

“Oh lor' 1" gasped Bunter, in alarm.

Bunter did not often move quickly.
But & jumpi kangaroo had nothing
on Bunter as he bounded to the tele-
rhene and hooked off the receiver.

Queleh could not poesibly come in to
take that call. He was milea off the
scene. But if the bell was heard, some-
one would come in and take it—and
discover Bunter there ! And certainly it
would be heard if it went on ringing!
Bunter dreaded that even that single
buzz might have been heard by the
three maesters down the passage.

He stood gasping, the receitver in his
hand. That beastly bell stopped, but
Bunter did not bother about the person
who had rung up. He stood listening,
with thumping heart, for & sound from
the passage.

Luckily there was no sound. Wigpgins'
doorway was well away down tha pas-
sage, and that single buzz had not
reached the group of masters-all busy
“oackling.” One or two repetitions
would ecertainly have dawned on tham.
But there was going to be no repet:-
ti&l::s. Bunter was going to take care of
. i

Ho breathed more freely, as there was
no gound of alarm. All was well so
far. Relieved on that point, Bunfer
had leisure to remember that there #as
nnmahs:ﬂ{ on the phone, expecting to be
answered.

He had to answer that somebody! Tt
was no use replacing the receiver and
leaving the unknown to ring up agsin!
He had to shut the beast off somehow !
Tt was easy to tell him, whoever he was,
that Quelch was out, and not expecte:d
in till tea-time. So Bunter put the
roceiver to a fat ear, and found that
somobody was talking on the phoncg,
and had, ne doubt, been talking all the
time DBunter was listening for sn alarm
from the passage. _ _

“,..and put him wisa that his
Eopp&r'u old friend will be there to give

im the glad hand—"

That was what Bunter heard, and it
was rathor puzeling. He could \%uess,
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from the pnraseology, that it was an
American speaking. DBut bhe could not
make head or tail of the rest.

“Hallo " gasped Bunter into the
transmitter. " I—I :ay, I dido’t caich
that. Who's speaking "’

“8Boy, didn’t you hear me tooling all
this time 1’ demanded a rather annoyerl
and indignant voice over the wires,

“Nol B‘,i'ma:sal + I—J mean there's rather

a row going on i” gaa-ped Bunter, *J—

I mean who iz it ¥

" Hzra Coot 1™

“Ezra Coot!"” repeated Bunter. The
name_sounded femiliar to him. If came
into his fat mind that he had heard
Putnam van Duck mention it. It was
the name of an American business man
in London, & friend of Yan Duck's
father.

“Buro ! That's Mr, guelch. I reckon,"
went on the veoice. 1 guesas I'll sing
it over agin if you haven't got it, Mr.
Quelch. sura want to see Putnam,
And I guess he's put you wise sbout my
letter to him' yesterday—what 1"

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

The fat junior had forgotten about
Van Duck’s letter, which had blown out
of the window of Study No. 1 in the
Remave the previous day and had never
been found. He remem it now.

That letter, apparently, bad been
written by this Eazra Coot, who was
following 1t up on the telaphone.

Had Putnam resd that letter and
known that he was to be called on the
phone by his father’s old. friend that
afternoon. no doubt would have
stood out of the paper-chase; as it was,
he wea gono. )

“Say, I pot the right number, ain't
1% demanded the nasal voice over the
wires, “"Mr. Qualch, -at Greyiriays
. ves d Bunte

2 ez 1™ gas unter.

He wgu ahufﬁ tgﬂadd that Queleh was
out and was not oxpected back till tea-
time, but he pavsed in time,

If thia ra Coot wanted to see
Putnam van Duck, the fact that Quelch
had gone out would net stop him; he
would keep on ringing till he gob in
tauch witﬁ somebody at Greyviriars,
that waa certein.

That did not suit Bunter.

Mr. Quelch and Ezra Coot and
Putnram van Duck mattered nothing:
what mattered was that the telephono-
bell should not draw anyone to the
Remove master's study to discover
Bunter there.

While the dismayed fat Owl was won-
dering how he could bar off this
vbhnoxious Coot the nasal voice went on:

“I guess you remember my name,
Mr. Quelch. I rang you up first day of
vour school term to aek if my old
friend’a son had arrived safe and
sound.”

Bunter remembered that thers had
lwen & phone call for Quelch the firsy
day in the Form-room that term. It
had made Quelch late for class,

“Oh!” he stuttered. * Yes—quite ¥

“1 wrote Pulnam yesterday and told
him F'd be in Courtfield to-day on busi-
ness and would be sure glad to make
his acquaintance,” went on the voice.

“Mum-make his  acquaintence "
stammered Bunter.

“Burel I aiu’t met up with Vander-
decken’s son yet, and I'll be pesky glad
to sea him and make his acguaintance,”
said Mre. Coot. “1 figured on coming
along to the school, but: time don't
allow. I got my train to cateh after I
got thmug% my business at Chunkley’s
here,”

iE ':i_h IH ;

“But  Vanderdecken’s written me
from Chicawgo end ssked me to give
his hoy the once-over, end I guess this
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is an oppertunity, I get through my

business here at four, and I can give
young Putnam till half-past. Tell him-
to mosey slong to the Courtfield Hotel

at four and have tea with his father's
old side-kicker, ¥ou get me "

“Oh, {eal I—J— Yesl”

“I told Putnam to show you thal
letter, sir, and put you wise,
he ain't forgot—what ¥

Certainly Putnam had never shown
Mr. Quelch that letter, as he had never
seenn the ineide of it himself; but the
man on the phone, of course, knew
nothing of the happemings in Study
Neo. 1 the day before. A

“I guess Putnam will be glad to see
a friend he's heard his popper talk
about a whole lot back in IS O,
Anyhow, you tell him, sir, to come
along to tia Courtfield Hotel at four
if he wants to see me. If he ain't
turned up by half-past, I got my train
to catch, and I shall have to give him
a miss, Put I'd sure like to ses him."

“Oh, yes!™

“That's the whole packet, sir. I won't
waste your time. Good-bye!”

The man at the other end rang off.
Billy Bunter was left blinking at the
telephone.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bralo-wave !
murmured Billy

i BAST 17
B Bunter. .
He put up the receiver and

grunted.

He had been alarmed. Every
moment while Mr. Coot was talking on
the phone he had dreaded to see the
study door open. It was all very irritat-
mgt to Bunter.

owever, all wds safe. No one had
coma to the study, and he had got rid
of Ezra Coot by the simple expedient
of ellowing him to believe that he was
speaking to Mr. Quéich. )

That wea all right so far as it went.
Mr. Coot hed gone awsay satisfied, and
was not likely to ring up again.

According to what he had stated, he
was going to wait for Putnam at the
Courtfield Hotel from four till half-
past, and if he did not come would
then catch his train,  That did not
matter very much. He couldn’t have
seon Putnam that day anybow, as the
American junior was miles away on &
paper-chase

A tea at the Courtfisld Hotel was
going begpging Bunter was rather
sorry that that letter had been lost.

Had Van Duck been thera he might
hava been . persuaded to take a pal
slong to tea with his father’s old
friend. Bunter would have been willin
—more than willing—to go to tea wit
a rich American.

Still, there was not much in that.
Had Van Duck taken a pal to tea with
him, it was pretty certain that he would
have picked one of the fellows in hia
study. Fascinat.infg fellow as Bunter
was, the kind of fellow to make any
tea party & =uccess, there was little
chance that Putnam would have
selected him.

Bunter went to the deoor again and
listened. “Cackle ™ was still going on
down the passage.

He returned to Mr. Queleh’s arm-
chair and sat down, fervently hoping
that no other beast would ring up on
the phone while he was thera.

Bunter waa getting more and mora
impatient, Quelch’s study bad been a
useful refuge, but he was tired of it.

Ha was, 1n fact, getting hu . And
while all the fellows were out of gates
on s paper-chose there was a chance for
a hungry Owl to do & little scouting in

I reckon’

the Remove studies, Bunter was accus-
tomed to meake the most of such oppor-
tunitics as & énspper-up of unconsidered
trifles. - Even a sclitary doughnut, or o
faw bullseyes, woula have bean welcome.

Apart from that chance, tho aftlerncon

resented rather 8 dreary prospect to

ter. No Remove man, so far a8 he
knew, was within gates, coxcepting
Skinner—and Skinner was not the
fellow to ask a fellow to tea, or to lend
him a half-crown, or even a humble
bob, on & postal order he was expecting.

the hares and hounds came in late
for tea, as was more probable than not,
thére was only tea in Hall for Bunter—
and even that was hours off,

It was a serious matter to the fat
Owl, whose life was one long series of
food éamblems, one after another.

And all the while there was a ripping
spread going begging. It made Bunter
feel quite bitte. to think of that,

He remembered what he had heard
Putnam say on the subject of Mr. Coot.
Ezra Coot was rich; as a pal of a
millionsire was pretty certain to be,
Bunter could not doubt that it would

ba & really handsome spread at the
Courtfield Hotel—the best that money
could buy. Putnam was going to misa

1t; but ha did not care a lot about such
things, anyhow. Bii'ly Bunter cared
more than a lot could net help
thinking of that wasted spread,

“Oh crikey!"” ejsculated Bunter
suddénly.

He sat upright in Mr, Quelch’s arm-
chair, his ij:ga round eyes glistening
behind his big round spectacles,

A sudden idea had into Bunter's
fat brain—a brilliant idea—so brilliant
that it posttively dazzled him. . It was
an absolute brain-wave.

Bunter grinned.

That gorgeous spread need not be
wasted. Bunter was the man who would
enjoy. it mest. And why should ha not?
izra Coot had said that ho had pever
met Putnam van Duck, and wanted to
make his acquaintance. He had lived
MANY Fears in ndon; and until
recently, of course, Putnam had lived
on the other side of the Atlantic, If he
had never met Putnam he could not
possibly know him by sight.

Suppose a fellow turned up at the
hotel 1n Courthield at four o'clock.
Was not Mr. Coot certain to believe
that he was the fellow to whom he had
written, and to whose Form-master he
had telephoned? He had never seen
cither Van Duck ,or Bupter. Why
should he not suppose that Bunter was
Van Duck if he turned up in Van
Duck’s place?

It was, indeed, scarcely possible that
ha muld’ suppose anything else, in the
ciroumatanees,

"By gum !” breathed Bunter.

It was.a positively dazzling idea.

Billy Bunter jumped out of Quelch's
armchair. With this great scheme in
his fat brain he simply bhad to get out
of thab study.

_Once more he opened the door and
listened for sounds. The “cackle * at the
door of Mr. Wigging' study had died
away at last. ubt there was a quick

tread in the passage, which Bunter
knew was Mr. Hacker's.
Back popped Bunter! Hacker had

had to choose that awkward moment
for dﬂ;}ming in, after his walk in the
qua

Bunter had Queloh’s door shl.ﬁ just in
time, before Hacker passed. He shook
a fat fist at the passing master of the
shell—=hehind tha door|

Really, it looked as if Bunter would
never get out of that study! And he
had to get to Courtfield by four, if be
whE aﬁmng to captura the spread in-
tended for Putnam van Duck | It was
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Coming along at full pelt, the * hounds ** bumped into Coker and sent him sprawling. Bui they were not t ith
Impunity. Coker seized Boh Cherry by the ankle and brought him down. ** Oh crikey I ™ ::gp&d Eﬂ!.': unhﬁ'pﬂ;hd.

a long walk to Courtheld—miles across
the common! And owing to that sad
disappointment about a postal order,
Bunter lacked not only a taxi-fare, but
cven the few coppers neccssary for a
lift on the motor-bus. Time and tide
walr for no man, and here was Bunter &
prisoner 1  hizs Form-master’s study,
unable to escape.

That age, sometimes, was quite
desertedpg}? qu{tu a long time. Il:.qhad
been deserted when Bunter dodged into
the study. Now it seemed to be thickly
populated with kbeaks.

died

Hacker's jerky tread havin
away, and a door closed up the pas-
sage, Bunter tried again. Opening the
deor & few inches, he listened
anxtously. He had the pleasure—or
otherwise—of hearing the voice of Mr.
Lascelles, the games master.  Bunter
loathed Harry Lascelles, who was
maths master, as well as games master,
maths being the most awiul thing in
existence, from Bunter's point of view.
But never had he loathed them so much
&8 nowW. i

He was gpeazing to Wingate of the
Sixth—Punter recognised Wingate's
voice replying. :

Thers was nothing unusual in the cap-
tain of the school camm% slong to speak
to the games master, her often con-
sulted about the games. But it was
frng‘hhiul:ir annoying to Bunter, Gladly
he would have koocked together the
heads of Wingate and Mr. Lascelles,
had that been practicable.

Closing the door once more, Bunter
gove that up as & mode of egress. It
was olear that the passage was going fo
be haunted by the beaks for an in-
definite lengbh of time. He crossed to
the window,

If nobody was at hand he might r.irulp
from the window unperceived. t

““ Leggo, you mad ass ! Leggo 1™

would not matter if junicrs saw him;
1t was all right so long as beaks and
prefects were not about. DBeaks were
not likely to be at band in that direc-
tion, with s0 many of them haunting
the passage,

" Bunter blinked from the
cautiously.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Fourth,
were atill in sight. Dicky Nugent and
some other fags of the sccond Form
were seampering ab o distance. They
did not matter. No Sixth Form man
was to be seen snywhere near.

Bunte: resolved to chance it—after a
long and searching stare out of the win-
dow. It did not occur to him to look
downward, No master or Bixth Form
man eould have stood under the window
without his head showing sbove the
broad stone sill. 1t did not occur to
Billy Bunter that a junior might be
standing there, with his head just below
the level of the high sill.

He had forgotten Skinner, and if he
had remembered him he cnuid not have

window

guessed that Harold Skinner, tired of
loafing sbout, was leaning on the wall
under that window, ored, with

mthi"ﬁk to do, Bkinner leaned thers
idly, thinking that he might as well
have gone on the paper-chase.

Happily i1gnorant of that, Bill
Bunter prepared for. swilt action, ﬂ"
a did not want fo be seen leaving
Quelch's study by the door, still less
did he want to be scen leaviog it by
the window. Bpeed was essential.

He acted guickly, when his fat mind
was made up.

He grabbed the window.-sash and shot
it up, bundled out, and dropped over
the stone sill, with very unaccustomed
rapidity.

He expected, of course, to land on

the earth. Hiz expectations were not
realised.

He landed on Skinner.

Skinner, hearing the window open
above his heand, was just looking round,
when Bunter happened!

He did not know that it was Bunter.
He was taken quite by surprise. All
he knew was that something large, and
heavy, thudded right on his head,
squashing him down to the ground.

That large and heavy something
sprawled over him, knocking every
ounce of preath out of him, and squeak-
ing with aurprisad nlarm.

Covogh I squeaked Bunter,
“Gurrrggh ¥ gurgled Skinner faintly.
“Oh erikay 1"

Bunter sat up. He did not realise,
for n moment, that he was sitting on
n face.

Bkinner did [

Skinner realised it with great clear-
ness.

“Ooooogh 1" gasped Bunter. “What
—googh—"

“Urrrrgh!” came a sulfocated gurgle
from beneath Bunter as the hapless
Skirner wriggled like a worm beneath
the heel |

“Oocogh! Owl| What—oh c¢rikey!
Ocoogh! Yaroooop!” wselled Bunter,
“I'm bitten! Ow! What's biting me?
Yaroooh IV

Bunter fairly bounded. He was off
Skinner’s face in a twinkling.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Hard Pressed !
A-RA-RA-RA-RA!
I Bob Cherry blew a blast on
the hu%la
Up the towpath by the Sark.

betwaen the green woods and  the
Tre Maiguer LiaRary.—No, 1,474,



10

shining, Tipphng water, streamed the
pick. Fluttering on the towpath were
the fragmentis of torn p_:ﬁar.. But the
paper trail was not needed then, for
the hares. had hae:%, for a moment,
sichted—running ‘swiftly up the river,
past Popper’s lIsland. o )
They vanished again, by a bend in
1the winding bank, but they had been
spotted. The pack had high hopes of
vatching them, far from heme.
“(*ome on !” panted the Bounder.
“Put it onl” gasped Peter Todd.
There were milea yet to run-—up the
river, and across Courtfield Conunon—
before tha hares headed for home. The
pack were eager to bag them hali-way
on the run, and this looked like &
chance. They tore on, by the shiming

riVer. ]

The pack had thinned out by this
1ime, ﬁw:n keen fellows bad been un-
able to keep up the pace. Some had
tailed of and taken short cuts back,
others wera kecping on, far in the rear.
Nine or ten wera still running with
Bob, and behind them, sweating and
breathless, ran Poker Pike |

People who saw the paper-chasers
rass glanced ot them—and_ stared at
Poker Pike! It was an interesting,
hut nob an unusual sight to see a crowd
of cheery schoolboys on the run. But it
was very unusual indeed to cee a
hickory-faced man in a bowler hat run-
ning with the pack!

Poker did not cara for stares or
smiles. He was quita. indiffierent to the
impression he inede on the publie. But
he was not feeling good. He was hefty
and muscular, and had good wind, but
the run was telling on him. His clothes
wera drying i the sunshine, but they
were still damp end clinging, and they
were far from i1::;9;1:“5 a suttable garb for
a cross-country run. .

For Wlli{:]'farl'i.‘asﬂﬂ Poker had dis-
carded his coat, and was running in his
ghirt-slecves !

He had gained a much-needed breath-
ing-space whila he stopped for a
munute to remove articles from his coat
pockets and tranafer them to his
trousers pockets. He simply could not
keep on. in that eoat; he had to leave
it behind and risk its loss. But he left
it with empty pockets, hanging on &
branch in Friardale Wood.

“Then he restarted, runnin more
casily, it was true, but collecting still
more startled stares from people on the
river or the towpath., At the tail of the
pack, L pounded resolutely on.

Looking back every now and then, the
juniors grinncd at the sight of. the
crimson, - perspiring face under the
Mack bowler. Poker, guite nnintention-
ally, wasz adding a little comic entertain-
ment to the paper-chase. ;

tnce or twico the pack distanced him,
Lut the paper trail was a sure guide,
and Peoker Eept grimly on.

. Ta the juniors it was an absurd pos-

sibility that kidnappers could be look-
ing out for & chance to grab a schoolboy
an & paper-chase. But it seemed very
far from impossible to Poker.

Ha knew the reputation of Chick
Chew, the star kidnapper, the gangster
who never admitted defeat. In the
great United States, Chick had never
been known fo fail, end he was
raputed to have made s huge fortune
in_hiz peculiar profession.

Kidnapping Potnam wvan Duck
meant a ransom of half a million dollars
from Ilus pnplfer, the multi-millionane
nf Chieago, That was & sum for which
1t was worth while to put up a real
tussle—even if Chick had not had his
professional pride to consider in this
matier. :

Eoker would not have beon surprised
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to find Chick Chew, or some of s
side-kickers, turning up at any poing
on the trail. He would not bave been
surprised had one of the hares, instead
of being run down by the patck, vanished
into a motor-car driven by Chick Chew
or Bud Parker or Tug Keary, or some
other of the kidnapping gang.
Breathless, but with unshaken deter-
Poker pounded on, much to

mnation, ]
fE?,eum‘ntéa

the entertainment of the
ahead of him.

“There they are ! yelled the Bounder
g3 he had another glimpse of the hares

on the bank between Popper's Island
and the Popper Court Woods. i
“Put it on!” gosped Tom Redwing.

“We've got ‘em ! breathed Bob,

The hares vamshed again.  Green
branches on the winding bank hid
them. But the pack were move than
confident now,. _

Still more confident would tHey have
been, bad they seen what was happen-
ing beyond the curve of the bank
ahead.

Harry Wharton and Putnam van
Duck went round that curve full tilt,
still dropping” handfuls of paper from
the bags of “scent.” Both of them knew
that it was touch and go now. Hard
pressed, they spurted.

Az that towpath was psed by mem-
bers of the general public, and anybody
might have come along at any
moment, it behoved the hares to look
where they were going—to look before
they leaped, as it were,

But with the pack whooping close
behind, the hares rather forgot the need
of care and caution. It was quite a
sharp bend by the river, and thoy cama
round full pelt; and never knew that
snycne else was on the path till the
crash came,

Coker of the Fifth was not to blame
—that was certain. Often and often, in
his littla troubles with the juniors
Heorace Coker was the man who hunte
trouble., Thiz time Horace was abso-
lutely blameless; but he found the
trouble, all the same, just as if he had
hunted for it in his vsual style.

Coker was sauntering down the tow-
path, thinking—certainly not of Re-
move fellows and their fag paper-chase
—but of the great game of cricket. Ha
was thinking what an absolute idiot
Blundell was. Tha captain of the Fifth
had a practice pame on that afternoon,
in which Potter and Greene, Coker's
pals, were wanted, and Coker wasn't.

While Potter and OGreene played
ericket, Coker, if he liked, cnuic!’ have
looked on and seen them doing it—
which he didn’t want to do in the least.
Walking by the SBark, Coker of the
Fifth was wondering, sardonically,
how that absolute idiot Blundell ex-
pected to win matches, when he laft
out the best man in the Form—and not
only the best man in the Feorm, but
the best man in the school. Then tho
heres arrived, like a couple of bullets,
and Blundell and cricket and all things
elsa were driven out of Coker's min%!‘
a3 he was hurled headlong, and strewn
at full length on the towpath,

Harry Wharton and Putnam van
Duck staggered back from the shock.

Wharton recled against a tree by the
path, panting. Van Duck sat down,
with a bump, in the grass,

Coker lay on his back, staring dizzily
at a blue sky, with a firet hasty impres-
sion that the ecrack of doeom had
sounded, and that the Universe was
falling into pieces around him.

Fortunately it wasn’t.

The solid earth was still in its wsual
place when Coker dizzily sat up on it
He blinked at two breathless juniors,

‘¥ou idiot I"* gasped Wharton.

“'Em: pesky gink ' gurgled Van
uck.

Which was sdding insult to iojury,
for Coker was not to blame for that
vollision; really, the juniors were to
blame.

But they were naturally exasperated,
for the hounds were comiog on {ast,
and there was not a sécond to waste.

The question of who  -wes to blame

mattercd less than the fact that
precious moments were lost,
“Doooch !V gasped Coker. 0wl
My hat! Ow! Knocking a fcllow
over——  Oooooch | Why, 1'll sma<h
yon }”

Coker got on his feet, somehow, He
was winded by the shock, and le
gurgled for breath. DBut smashing the
cheeky fags who had knocked him over
was, of course, too important a matter
to he postponed. He tottered at them.

“Get on Y gasped Wharton. “ Never
mind that assa!”

“You said it 1™ panted Putnam.

They wers rather winded by the
shock as well as Coker, but nct so badly
as Coker. Swerving to right and left
they dodged Coker, who was luckily
too winded to deal with them sz they
deserved.

Leaving Coker gasping, they ran on,
resuming the distribution of "“scent,”
and covering the ground at &:ﬂ.t gpeed.

Coker, guri]ing, gazed after them.

They vanished from sight almost in
a moment. Coker, struggling for
breath, was in no stata to pursue.

Neither wag he given long to think
about it. Round the bend by the river
came the pack, whooping.

The hares had met Coker face to face.
The hounds came at hiz back as he
stood staring after the vanished hares.

Like the bhares the hounds had rather
forgotten that the general publie might
be walking on that towpath, Like the
hﬂ.{ﬂ they came round the bend full
pelt.

For the secomd time Coker of the
Fifth was strewn on the grass, though
this time the charge came from the
rehr.

He went over on his face, and Bob
Cherry and Smithy and Redwing,
leaders of the pack, sprawled blindly
over him.

Before they knew what had hap-
pened, or was happening, Peter Todd
and Bgniff, Tom Brown and Russell
and Ogilvy, were sprawling over them
I Lurn,

The rest of the
hurried halt.

AL Hullﬂ,ﬂha’llm hallo !"? spluttered Bob

fack came to a

Cherry. ¥hat—who—"
“That fool Coker——' hizsed the
Bounder,

“That idiot Coker——"

*That blithering chump Coker—"’

“¥ooop I” roared Bob as, leaping up
and running on, he was caught by the
ankle, and brought down again, with
a terrific erash

It was Coker who had grasped.

The hares had floored Coker, and
escaped with impunity., The hounds
had floored him again; but they were
not lo escape with impunity, if Horace
Coker could help it. He had grabbed
one of thein, at any rate.

“0Oh cril:e?' 1* gasped Bob, as he
sprawled. “Leggo, you mad ass!
ggo 1"

“1'Il smash wvou!"™ gasped Coker.

“I'll smask the lot of you!l I'll jolly
well mop up the whole crew of you l*

He scrambled up. Lelting go Bob,
he grasped at Smithy and Redwing,
who were noarest, and got them by
the necks. There was a loud crack as
two heads cama knocking together.
There was a louder yell



“Barge that idiot over!” howled
Petar Todd. .

Some of the hounds were running oh.
But most of the pack turned their
attention to Cokler. He was giving
them all his sttention, and they had

to give him some.

They gave it promptly . and efficaci-
ously, mithy and Redwing were
struggling in his grasp, when Bob and
Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Jam-

set Ram Singh collared Horace, and
hooked him over. L

The oddas were eoverwhelming; but
Coker of the Fifth was not the man to
count odds., He was the man to put
gg a fght against the most ternfc
dds. And he did.

For two or three minutes Coker raged
i the midst of the Removites, keep-
ing them wvery busy. But the odds
were too overwhelming, even for the
hefty and infuriated Horaee.

He was left on the towpath at last,
sprawling, breathless, quite at the cnd
of his resources. The pack. panting,
ran on, leaving him for dead, as it
wera, 3

The hapless Coker lay gurgling for
breath in a fearfully untidy state, as
a man in shirtsleceves and a bowler hat
came trotting by, FPoker Fike gave
him a surprized stare, but did not stop.
Almost as breathless as Coker, but de-
termined as ever, the Greviriars gun-
man charged on after the pack. Coker
was left with the towpath to himself:
and it was & long, long time before he
resumed the perpendicular.

Furgethug Coker, the Eeack_ﬂ*hmpe-:l
on, off the towpath to the wide, open
spaces of Courtfield Commeon. The
fmger trail lay shead; but the hares
wnd gained valuable minutes, when
every second was precious—owing to
Coker. They were far ocut of sight as
the pack pented along the paper trail
across the common,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Rival Spoolers !

ARCLD SEKEINNER looked at
H Billy Bunter, under the win-
dow of Mr Quelch's

with & deadly look,

Billy Bunter was wriggling pain-
fully, and he seemed to be hurt; but
he was not hurt so much as he was
woing to be. Skinner's temper was
never very good, and sitting on his
face had not improved it in the least.
Kicking Bunter across the quad, and
back mgain, seemed quite a good iden
to Skinner,

“You fat, foozling freak!l"” said
Skinner. “¥hat the dooce do you
meen by jumping out of 8 window on
a fellow’'s head?” .

“Ow !l moancd PBunter.
Wharrer vou mean by biting a fellow
like a mad dog, you beast? Owl!™

“111 jelly well—*

“Oh crikey I exclaimed Bunter.

It was not Skinner's threatening
words that caused him to exclaim. It
was the sound of three o'clock chiming
out from the clock-tower.

Threo o'clock, and Mr. Coot’s visitor
was expected at the Courtlield Hotel
at four! And there was a long, long
walk bebween,

“I—I esay, Bkinner, old chap!”
gosped Bunter, backing ]:.Lﬂﬂt.ﬂii' AWaY
2z Herold advanced on him. *I eay,
lend me four bob for a taxi fare, will
you &'’

Skinner stared at him in sheer aston-
isiment, Under no circumstances what-
ever, would he have lent Billy Bunter
four bob. In the present circum-
gtances he waa less likely to do 30 than

study,
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ever. Dropping on a fellow's head,
and sitting on his face, was really not
the way to get that fellow into an un-
useally gencrous mooed,

“Mad?" asked Bkinner,

“Well, loock here, léend me a fanner
for the bus!™ pgasped Bunter —
moderating his transports, as it were.

“I'll lend you four bob, as soon as a
tanner I said Skinner. " Just os soon!
But at present I'm going to lend you
8 boot [*

Bunter backed away again.

He did not want the loan of Skinner's
boot! That was quite useless to him,
And he had no time to waste on a row
with Skinner.

“Reep off, wvou silly beast!” he
hooted. “I'm in 8 hurry! T shall be
late for tea if T don't get off ! You

might lend a chap a tenpner—I'll settlo
out of mI:.' postal order when—when it
comes ! say— Keep off, you beast!”

Bunter made another backward jump
&3 Bkinner followed him up. Bunter
had ne time to waste on Skinner; but
Skinner had some to waste on Bunter.
He seemed quite bent on that idea of
lending Bunter his boot !

“Don't play the goat, you fathead!”
howled Bunter. I tell you, 1've got to
g;at to Courtfield by four, or I shall miss

e epread "

“Bticking somebody at the bunshop *"
jeercd Bkinner. “ Whot All the fellows
are out on the paper-chase.”

“I'm not going to & fag spread!”
answered Bunter disdainfully. *“And it
isn't at & mouldy old bunshop, either.
I rav, Bkinner, look here.” Another
bright idea struck Bunter—it seemed to
be his day for brain-waves. “I say,
I could take & pal if I liked., You stand
the taxi, and I'll take you! What?"

Skinner paused.

He did oot give up that idea of lend-
ing Bunter his boot! But he postponed
the performance till he ascertsined
whether there was anything in this.

Skinner, like Bunter, was
that afternoon! The black sheep of the
Remove had lately placed all his avail-
able cash on a horse that was absolutely
cortein to win.

Unftortunately, that horse had’ come
mn eleventh. e had not run off with
the race—only with Skinner's cash !

Tea in Hall—the last resource of the
stony—was Bkinner's prospect, as well
as Bunter's that afternocon.

Certainly he was not prepared to
stand a taxi, as Bunter suggested., But
Lie was pregurnd to hear whether Bunter
could stand a spread. That, too, was
improbable, but it was worth while to
make sure. There was lots of time for
kicking Bunter, if there was mothing

in it.
said Bunter impres

“1 mean it1"
sivelv. " A first-class feed at the best
hotel in Courtfield! Everything of the
best, and as much as you like."

*“Gammon !" sald Skinner.

“Only I've got to get there by four !
said DBunter. “It's a jolly long walk
across the common ! ]Yﬂu stand the
taxi—and come with me, see?”

“I'll come with vou like & shot, 1if
vou're tellr the truth!™ grinned
Bkinner. "0f course, vou might be—
accidents will happen! Tell me about
it first.”

Billy Bunter blinked round cavtiounsly
through his big spectacles. He did not
want other cars to hear.

There were very few fellows at Grey-
friars to whom Bunter could have pro-
pounded so cxtraordinary a scheme for
getting a frea tca, without danger of
beinf sicked, But Bkinner was one of
the fow,

Ho was quite as unserupulous as
Bunter, without having the excuse of
being such a duffer.

“heep it dark, you know ¥ murmured

hard-up.

L

Bunter. “It's rather a secret! Ever
heard of &8 man named Coot?"”

“Coot 1" repeated Skinner blankly.
“Coot! I believe I've heard that
American chap mention the name—
some men who may be coming down to
see him some ti.'mei I believe. What on
earth about Coot?”

“He's standing the spread [” breathed
Bunter. “He's in Courtfield to-day, ou
business; and he's standing it, at the
hotel—"

“He's ashed you?"” exclaimed Skinner

“Not exactly asked me,” admitted
Bunter. "“But I'm jolly well going—
and I can take a a.JI, if T like! Van
Duck would very likely have taken a

al—might have taken Wharton or

ugent !  Luckily, thev're all out. I
say, keep it dark, old man! ¥ou'll
have to back me up, of course! You'll
call me Van Duck, see?”

“Call vou Van Duck!™ repeated
Skinner, wondering whether William
George Bunter was wandering in |lus
fat mind.

Bunter winked.

*You see, he's going to think I'm
Van Duclc 1” he whispered.

“You look like him, don’t you®" said
Skinmer. “A lot! Is ha pgoing ta
believe that Ven Duck has grown
double width since he's been at Grew-

friars ¥ -

““Oh, really, Skinner! He's never seen
Van Duck—wants to make his acquaint-
ance, see? Van Duck can't go—he's out
with the fellows! Well, why shouldn'c
I go—and you with mei Bee?”

gkinner azed at the fat Owl of the
HRemove. ‘]ghia sounded to him aa if the
fat junior’s wits were going astray.

But as Bunter proceeded to explain
about the lost letter, and the call he had
taken on . the telephone, B8kicner's
expression altered.

{e could see that there was, after all,
something in it,

“By gum!” said Skinner. His eyes
glistened. “Why, if the man's never
seen vVan Duck, he might take any chap
for him—any chap who went along iu
his name.”

“8aofe as houses!” said DBunter com-
placently. “You see, the mere fact of
the fellow turning up will show that
he is Van Duck—so far 23 old Coot can
tell. He doesn't know that the Yankea
never had his letter, and he can't
possibly guess that I was n Quelch's
study andgl:u-:r].: his call., Bea?”

Skinner nodded. : sz

He was not thinking of kicking
Bunter now! He was thinking of quite
other things. But he did not tell
Bunter of what he was thinking!

“Why, if any man in the’ Remove
walked up at four and said he was Van
Duck, how would the old bean know he
wasn't?’ said Bunter, grinning. *0Of
course, he'd never dream it wasn't the
right chap."”

“Never " agreed Skinner.

“And he's going straight back to
London—he said ﬁu was catching a
train, and had only helf an hour for
Van Duck! Safe as hauses! Even if
he mentions it afterwards to Van Duck
in a letter, nobody will krnow who
went.” g

“Right as rgin!” .

“And I can tell you, it wiil be &
spread !” said DBugter. " Amencan
millionaires do you sll right! Better
than doorsteps and dishwater in Hall,
what "

Skinner chuckled.

“As Inky would say, the heiterfulness
iz terrific!” he answered. )

“Only there’s no time to lose!” said
Bunter anxiously, “Ii's a jolly long
walk te Courtfield. You stand the taxi
—it will only be four bob, and we can
call it on Quelch's phone, see? You're
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gaing 1o have & whack of a spread
worth pounds.”
“Come wp to the study!” said
Akinmner.
:gqia}'ﬁn"t you got the tin about you i
o
“Well, look here, I'll wait for Fou

here.” Bunter did not like stairs.

“1 mean, I've got some toffee in my
studg—”

“Oh, all right, old chap! Come on!*

Even with the prospeet ahead of a
gorgecus spread stood by an American
millionaire, Bunter fell to the lure of
toffee |

Hao followed Skinmer into the House
and up to the Remove passage. That
passage was quite deserted.

Except for Fisher T. Fish, happy and
busy with his accounts in Study No. 14,
at the end, there was not a single
Bemove fellow on the egpot.

Skinmer paused at tha doorway of
Bunter's study, No. 7. He upﬂnmi? the
door of that study and glanced in. It
was, 83 he expected, vacant,

Bunter blinked at him impatiently.

“I say what are you wasting time for,
Skinner 7 he yapped.

Skinner’s answer was not in words,

Taking hold of the fat Owl's fat
shoulders, he gave him a sudden spin,
sending him ong into the study.

ding him hesdlong into the stud

Bunter, with a startled yell, rolled.

Skinner swiftly whipped the key out
of the lock inside, and jammed it into
the lock outside. As Bunter sat up he
slammed the door, turned the key, and
sli Ecd the latter into his ﬁmﬂket..

3 ere was & roar from Bunter in the
st

"fgkinner, vou heast—""

No answer from Skinner—imless a
round of retreating  footsteps, dying
away towards the stairs, could be taken
i3 BN Answer,

Bunter, equally astonished and en-
raged at this extraordinary trick,
dragged frantically at the doorhandle
and velled.

“Skmner, vou beast! Skinner, you
rotter | Let me out, you tick! Let me
out of this sfudy, you cad! Do you
hear 7

Skinner did not hesr—being dowmn-
stairs by that time. Anyhow, he would
not have heeded.

“Beast I" roared Bunter. “T shall ba
wte at Courtfield! I say, it's no good
if a fellow doesn™ turn wp by four.”

He banged on the door and yelled
frantically through the kevhole. But
hie realised that Skinner was gone,

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter,

The game was up—for Bunter! He
<ould sea now that Skinner had been
pullaqﬁ his fat leg, in pretending to fall
wm with his scheme, This, 1t seemed,
was SBkinner's retaliation for having his
fece satyon!

Bunter had been & prisoner in
Quelch’s study, and had escaped by the
window., Now he was & prizoner in his
own study—but there was no escape by
a window thirty feet from the groundl
This time he was a study prisoner for

Eceps |
e gasped with wrath. Minutes—
precious minutes—were  passing,  and

ourtfield was

that gorgoous s _r-:a,n;] L :
unsubstantial

fading away like the
wiziom of & dreau.

“{Jh, the beast!”
» Rotter ! Toad! Tick! Beast!
Elighter ! Worm! Oh lor 1

He could hardly find words
Skinner’s iniqutty.

Aund he did not guess, as yet, the fufl
depth and  extent of ihat iniguitv !
While the hapless Owl raged in Study
Neo T, Bkinney was swinging out of the
echool gates, to start for Courtfield.

It wus a good idea—a real brain-wave
of  DBunter s=—Skinner admitted (hat.
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But Bunter was not the fellow to carry
it out.

The fat and fatuous Owl would have
given away the deception before he had
opened his mouth fwice—in Skinner’s
opmion, st least. A much more artful
fellow than Punter was required to

carry out such a spaof successfully—
fellow, for insm:c'?m, like Ha::’t"u-l?l
Bkinner |

Skinner could get brein-waves, as well
as Bunter!  And—cheerfully leaving
the fat Owl of the Remove to rage in a
locked stud]y‘-‘.:‘-!zinner started to walk
to Courtfield, to carry out Bunter's
scheme on his own, and stick Mr. Ezra
Coot for the spread intended for Fut-
nam van Duck !

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Man who Waiched the Road !

¢ LL right now? said Harry

A Wharton breathlessly,

O, I agreed Putnam.

The hares had fallen into
a gentle trot. :

chind them, the paper trail wound

smong the bushes and furze of Court-
field Common. During the long run
there had been only one spot of danger
—when Coker of the Fifth had burted
in—{ortunately for the hares, though
rather unfortunately for Coker. @
had delayed the pack long enough io
give the baves the chance they needed—
and they had mado the most of it

From that time they had kept well
ahead, and when they locked back, from
a knoll on the common, they saw
nothing of the pursuers. So they ven-
tured to fall into an easy trot, as they
headed for the road over the common,
by which the way lay back to Greyfriars
School.

“1 guess we've pot them besat 1 added
Pl}‘tnwa,ulig] 1}11} Duck,

ol ancy we may sea somethin
of Bob, or B8mithy, or Squiff Eﬂig
lI]IarrF. * But we can take it easy for a

"

Taking it casy, they trotted on to the
long, white road, that lay like a ribbon
across the green common, from Friar-
dala and the school to the town of
Courifeld.

They struck tha road about midwa
between Courtfield and the school, an
at that spot o small, black, closed car
stood by the roadside.

The chauficur was standing by it,
staring steadily in the direction n.}’ the
distant school, as if in expectation of
seeing * someone coming from  that
direction.

Harry Wharton did not take any par-
ticular notice of either the car or the
driver, but FPuinain gaved the latter =
rather keen * once-over,”

I guess that hombre hails from my
side I he remarked.

KK Eh?l.l

“I mean he's Amuoerican®

“Oh1” said Harry, and he glanced at
the man—a stocky, clean-shaven man,
with keen eyes in an alert face.

The man turned as he heard the
schoolboys approaching, and watched
them come off the common into the
road. Then, as they would have passed
on, he stepped towards them, touching
his cap.

*I guess you'll excuse me 1 he began,
and Wharton smiled. The guess con-
firmed Putnam’s remark that the man
was an JAmerican.

They cama to a stop.

“¥ez," zaid Harry. “Anything we
can do for you?” It was rather
puzzling wiat the man wanted, but hea
coucluded rhat a foreigner mipht be
doubiful about the way to somewhere,

““ Mebbe ! said the clean-shaven map.
He was eyeing the two juniora vary
keenly, and Wharton noted that Van
Duck’s face was equally kean.

It came into his mind, suddenly, that
Van Duck had reason to be alert, i he
fell in with strange Americans. Cer-
tainly this man was neither Chick Chew
nor Bud Parker, both of whom Van
Duck knew by sight. But Chick had =
good many “'side-kickers” in the kidnap-

ing game, and on Aniericen standing

¥ & car on & rather lonely road, only &
mile from Greyiriars, would cortmnly
havae made Poker Pike suspicious.

“1 guesa I'm weiting here for. a boy
fromn tho school,” explained the driver.
“Alebbe you belong to Greyfriars?”

“Ves,™ gaid Harry.

“One of you might be the feller, then,
t]’:umlg;h 1 didn't leok for him in that
kit I said the clean-shaven man,

" We're on a paperchase,” said Harys,
with & smile,

“What's the name of the fellow vou
want!" asked Van Duck. “‘This chap
iz Wharton, and I'm Smith

Harry Wharton repressed, with difi-
culty, o start of surprise. Van Duck
generally spoke with o slight nasal
intonation, which betrayed the fact that
he came from the other side of the
“pond.” MNow, however, he spoke very
carefully, without that pasal sound in
his voice. And he gave his name aa
Smith !

Yharton was quick on the uptake.
He did not need telling that Van Duck
scented danger in that%luk. closed ear
and the waiting driver. Poker Pike
after all, had been right!

Eoth the juniors saw the shade of dis-
sppointment that came over the sharp
American fare sz Van Duck gave the
nalnes.

“1 guess neither of vou ain't my
bird 1” he said, and he stopped back to
ithe car.

“But what chap do you want?” asked
Harry. “We'll give him the tip you're
waiting for him, if we sce him. What's
his name?"

“h, Jones!™ said the driver. “If
you see Jomes, tell him to get a move
On.

“ Right-ho 1™

The hares trotted on towards the
schiool. They trotted meore swiftly than
before. Putnam mado the pace, and
Wharton kept up with him.

A glanes over a shoulder showed the
clean-shaven young man standing again
as the juniors had first seen him, staring
along the road after them.

o Eg tha g:rea.t horn spoon ! mur-
mured Van Duck.

“You think—" muitered Harry.

“I guess it's 8 cinch | There ain’t a
lot of Amurricans hanging about this
quict spot—and he's waiting for a fellow
from the school. 1 guess that guy
Poker was on the right mark 1"

Putnam chuckled. :

“Did you pipa biz face when I said
our names? [ guess _he was honing to
hear that one of us was named YVan
Duck.”

“ But——" said Harry.

“] guess I gave him the straigh:
aods—I"'m a Bmith on one side of the
amily 1" grinned Putnam. “And
mopper’s name i3 mine &3 much as
popper’s, 1 guesa”

“But I can’t make it out” said’
Harry. “If he's one of that gang, what
possible reason can he have for suppos-
mg  that Van Duck—you—may be
corning along this road this afterncon ¥

Puatnam shook his head.

“That let'a ma out!” ha an=weared.
“1 can’t guess that one, sure!l Mebbas
Chick's been working somas game—or
mebbe the feller's just cruising on tho
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Before Poker Pike ¢could fire at the running gangsters, Bob Cherr

chance of a guy walking out on a half-
holiday | Anyhow, I'll lay Rockefeller's
rmillions to & continental red eent, that
if he’d been wise to it that I waa little
me, he'd have road me into that car.”

% But if Chick Chew set him to watch
for you, surely he'd set a man who knew
vou by sight : _

“If he did, wouldn't I likely know
him by sight, too, and give him a wide

berth t** grinned Putnamn:.
“Oh!  Yes, I suppose so. But—-
Blessed if I can mske it outi” ssid

Eiarry. “1f 1it's as you think, that
man's got some special reason for
believing that Ven Duck will come
along here this afternoon—and how the
dickens—"

“ Ask me another! But if He wasn’t
one of Chick’s gang, I'll eat Poker's
gun, and then somse l”

Much puzzled, Wharton trofted on b
the American junior’s side. The car an
the man beande it dr-:r-g‘ped out of sight.

“ee |” ejaculated Putnam suddenly.
“I guess that's one of the bunch, ahead
of us—1 mean, the pack "

“Bkinner I¥ exclaimed Harry.

A Remove fellow was coming along
the road from the direction of the
school. It was Harold Bkinner—and
Wharton frowned ss he recognised him.

“Jt's all right” he said, * Bkioner
can’t cateh us—he never. followed the
trail. I don’t suppose he started at all.”

Certainly Bkinner gho no sign of
having done any hard running that
atternoon. He was quite fresh, and
walking with unusual quickness,

He started a little at the sight of the
two hares coming down the road. Tt
was rather an awkward meeting for
Bkinner, as one of the hares was his
Torm captain, whose duty it was to see
that | ers did not #

S8kinner would have passed on with-
ont stopping, but the hares stopped.

M@WM{F e
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-
¥ gave him & hefty charge, and sent him crashing to the
ground. There was & roar of rage {rom Pike, as the gangsters disappeared among the trees !

“All serene,” ssid Bkinner uneasily.
“J. can’t catch you, you knowl I
haven't followed on. I conked out
rather early.” ,

“Very early, I fancy!” said Harry
cxl:aﬁbemptuaua . “Did you start st
all?™”

“Every fellow was bound to start,
wasn't he?” said Skinner blandly.
“But I told you about the pain in my
foot. It came on rather after o
mile, and I had to chuck it.’’

“1i you started, and did 2 mile, ail
right I” gaid the captain of the Remove.
“That's not bad for a s S

“Well, I did!” grunted Skinner.
“But the pain in my foot—" 3

“That hasn't stopped you from taking
& walk.” i

“Tt's passed off, Iuckily,”
Skinner, still bland.

“If you did a mile—=

“I've told you I did I” _ ]

“That would bo as far as Giles’ mill,
Did you get as far as the mifl 1"

" Just1¥ agreed Bkinner. 1 sat
down there & bit to rest my fool
I started back to the school.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

said

before

“Try again!” he suggested.
“What do you mesn! demanded
Skinner.

“1 mean, that we never wen{ within
a mile of Giles’ mill, and that any
follow who followed the trail can’t
have seen the mill this afternoon.”

“0Oh" ejaculated Bkinner.

Van Duck chuckled. 3kipper was
fairly caught.

“8p you were pulling my leg?” he
snarled.

“ Exactly 1" assented Wharton coolly.
“T jolly well knew you never started.
I suppose you cut while Pike was kick-
ing up that row at the g;tes, or Bob
would hase bagped you. You know as

‘an American

wall as 1 do, Bkinner, that & man ¢an’:

f:ut a Form run. You get s bat-
lng‘u
“Oh, go and eat cokel!” snapped

fkinner, and he tramped on, leaving
the harea to resume their trot to the
school.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
“ Got 1

E man who stood by the mmali
black car fixed his eyes, with a
gling in them, on ® schoolboy
coming up the road scross the
common 8f a quick walk
Skinner, as came on, glanced at
him carelessly. But the clean-shaven
man's glance at Bkinner was not care-
less—it was keen, searching, scruti-
nising. And as Bkinoer reached the
spot where the car stood by the road-
gide, the man stepped towards him,
touching his hat. .
“'Slmee me, sirl” His manner was
very respectful. *If you're the young
entlemen from the school, sir—the one
Yin -waiting for—"
Skinner stopped. He was half-way
to Courtfield, and he would have been
lad of & lift in a car for the rest.
inner was & better walker than Billy
Bunter, but he was no whale at any
kind of exertion. The man spocke with
accent, whioch Skinner
noted at once, and it occurred to him,
naturally, that he might have some
connection with the American at the
Courtfield Hotel. )
“Yon're waiting for a Greyfriars
fallow 1'* he asked.
“Vou said it, sir! I yon are Mr.
Van Dugk—"

(Continued on page 16.)
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As he was going to present himself

to Mr. Ezra Coot as Van Duck,
Bkinner was prepared, of course, to lay
olaim to that name.

He nodded coolly

“Did Mr. Coot send you
me?"” he asked,

He mentioned the name of the Ameri-
can gentleman intentionally, so that
this man should have no doubt that he
really was Van Duck. Any other
féllow eoming along the road, of course,
would have known nothing about Mr.
Coot—so far sz this muan could know.

Skinner waa a keen and observant
fellow, and he did not fail fo note the
flash of satisfaction in the man's sharp

es. Quite plainly, the man was very
glad to have met Van Duck on the
road |

“That's the how of it, sir 1 he =aid.
;{L:E:ril Fzra Coot, at the Courtheld

ote "

“Ho's expecting me at four!” ssid
Skinner calmly.

Skinner had no doubt about heing
able to carr;s off that "spoof ™ success-
fully, much as he doubted Billy
Bunter’s ability to do so. 3till, he was
glad to put it to the test before mcet-
ing Mr. Coob himself !

If he gatisfied this =man, who had
come from Mr., Coot, it was pretty
certain that all would go well when he
met Ezra.

Coot

indeed, Ezra could hardly
entertain the slightest imaginable doubt
on the subject, 1f his wvisitor arrived in
the car he had sent to meet Van Duck
on the way !

“You said it, Mr. wvan Duck, sir!”
The 'clean-shaven man was obviously
very satisfied. “ You goe, sir, I met up
with Mr. Coot in Courtfield, and when
ha said he was expecting his old
friend’s son, comi from thea school,
I allowed I'd run ntf:m‘n and meet him
up the roed, ond give him a lift. It's
an henour, sir, to meet the son of Mr.
Vanderdecken van Duck.”

Skinner suppressed s grin.

He had no doubt that a pushing
American would be glad of a chance
of establishing contact with the son of
the multi-millionaire of Chicago.

That was the impression he received
from this American's remarks.  Per-
haps it was the impression the Ameri-
can intended him to receivel

“That's all right,” he said. "I'll be
glad of a Lift"

“My car's quite at your service, sir!”

“Thanks [' said Skinner, airily.

The man opened the door of thewcar
for Skinner to step in  As ho did so, he
looked past Bkinner, ps if in expecta-
tion, or perhaps apprenension, of seeing
someone else coming up the road.

But the road was quite deserted.

Across the green common & scatbered
erowd of sohoolboys in  running kit
came into sight. Thﬂﬂtk Was Arrivin
on the paper irail. high wind ha
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pcattered that trail a little on the wide
commot, and there had been some
delay; but the hounds rad picked up
Ehﬂ “scent " again, and were ¢oming on
ast.

The man with the ocar, however, did
not look at them He hgd stopped the
hares, on tha chance that one of them
might be Van Duck; but now that he
had Van Duci-—as he believed—in his
prezence, he was not interested in any
othar gchoolboya,

Ekinner followed his glance down the
road. He h.d the impression that the
man with the car expected to sece him
followed by someboly. If did mnot
peeur to him, at the moment, that the
man was uneasy lest Poker Pike might
be in the offing, keeping “tabs ™ on the
millionaire’s son.

Bu* no one was to be seen on the
road, |

Blkinner stepped’ into tha car.

‘He sat down, in & very cheerful mood.

All was going well | .

Ho was getting & lift into Courtheld;
ha was going to arrive early at the
hotel; and ho was going to bag the
magnificent spread inten for Van
Duck ! And it was an added satisfac-
tion, to Bkinner's peculiar nature, that
Billy Bunter, whoe had schemed and
expected to bag that spread, was locked
in his study at the school, disappeinted
and furious.

But Skinner's satisfaction was brief.

Having sat down in the car, he
expected the man to shut the door, step
into the driving-seat, and drive on to
Courtheld.

1lizs expectations were not realised.

What happenced was nothing like
that | It was, indeed, something that
mide Harold Skinner wonder whether
ho was dresming—a particularly horrid
and terrifying nightmare.

The clean-shaven man did not shut
tha door He stepped inte the car after
Skinner. In wutter horror and amaze-
ment and dismar, Skinne- saw him jerk
a revolver from his hip. He graeped it
by the barrel in his right hand, and
with his left grasped Skinner's collar.

“Don’t yaup.” His voice came with
a snap. “You ain't going to be hurt
none, if rou kecp quiet! Jest a yaup,
and you won't give another! You get
me 1"

Skinner could only gaze at him in
stony horror.

Almost stunned with smazement and
terror, he could hardly believe that
this was really happening.

But he kept quiet |

Astounding, unbelievable as it was,
he knew—knew only teo well—that a
cry, an attempt at resistance, would be
followed instantly by a crash on his
head from the heavy metal buit of the
pistol=—which would put it out of his
power to give further irouble.

Whito as chalk, he goggled at the
man.

“Keep it parked!” came the snap
again.

Unresisting, Bkinner was twirled off
the seat to the floor of the car. The
man jerked the door shut.

The blind were drawn on the win-
dows, and the interior of the closed car
was invisible to any passer-by.

Skinner, frightened out of his wits,
was as uaresisting in the man’s hands
a: clay in the hands of the potter.

Dazed with astonishment, falt a
cord passed round his wrists, end then
his ankles, and knotted. Then a gag
was fastened in his mouth.

Utterly helplezs, he huddled on the
floor of the cer, and the man drew an
smple over him, completely soreen-
ing him fggm sight,

Bkinner saw nothifgy more. But he
coiid hear. He heard three shar
loud blastz on the motor-horn in swifk
succeasion. Then he heard (he buzzing
of the engine.” The little black car
jumped into motion

t roared away.

Whas direction it was taking, Skinner
did not know; but he was certain that
it was not in the direction of Courtfield.

Obviously, the man was not taking
hitn to tea with Mr, Ezra Coot in this
extraordinary way |

What did it mean?

What could it mean?

He was kidnapped !

And as that word came into his mind,
nlong with it came the explanation.
Nobody, it was certein, would possibly
want te kidnap Ham}d’ Skinner of the
E-E]IE:I?E. He was kidozpped as: Van

e 2

Ha had given the name of Van
Duck—he had artfully and cunningly
made this man believe that he was Van
Duck—and the man, so far from coming
from Ezra Coot, was one of the kidnap-
ping_ga.ng. on the look-out for a chance
to “einch ¥ the millionaire’s son.

Skinner groaned through the gag.

He had been given no chance to
explain. - Indeed, had he done so, the
man would hardly have believed him.
If he had denied that he was Van Duck,
after laying claim to that name, the
rascal would have taken it for a
palpable faleehood.

Tea with a rich American was very
much off the progremme now. He was
not going to the Courtfield Hotel; he
was going to some hidden and remote
den of the kidnapping gang.

The car roared on. )

Tea with Mr. Coot! 8Bkinner—now
that it was too late—was keen enough
to realise that there was no tea with
Mr. Coot—no Mr. Coot at alll

The whole thing was a trick to get
Futnam van Duck out of tho safety of
the school.

It was & trap, and Bkinner, the
sharpest and most cunning fellow in the
Remove, had walked into it.

Possibly Van Duck would have
walked into it, but fus the lost letter.
That lost letter had never been written
by the genuine Mr, Ezra Coot. The
telﬂ]iahﬂne call that Bunter had taken in
Quelch’s study had not come from tha
genuine Iizra, but from a scheming
rascal using his name It grew more
and more eclear to Bkinner that the
whole thing, from beginning to end,
was a * plant.”

And he had walked into it

What was going to bappen to him
now ¥

_ Billy Bunter would have walked into
it, but he had fooled the fat Owl and
taken his place—for this1 Wriggling
under the enveloping rug, Skinner
roaned, & mufled groan under the gi;tg.
any times Skinner's artfulness had
aver-reached itself. DBut
disastrously as now.

Billy Bunter, boiling with fury in
Study No. 7 in the Remove, pictured
the artful Bkinner sitting down to &
magnificent spread with a spoofed
Amorican at the Courtfield Hotel. It
had dawned on Bunter's fat brain at
last what Bkinner's game was.

But if Billy Bunter could have known
the facts, he would have been exzceed-
ingly glad that he was locked in Btudy
No. 7. It was pot nice, but 1t was nicer
than being up under & rug con the
floor of & rushing motorear in the
hands of Chicago kidoappers.

heverl 8o



THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
0.EK.!
sneered Chick

“5 I{&E R E D™
oW,
“I guess,” said Bud Parker,

. “that I'd ruther be back in
Chicawgo, Chick. 1 ain’t making no
pretence of liking this country.”

Chick snorted contemptuously.

The fat gengster was standing, lean-
ing on an old beech, in a clump of trees
on Courtfiecld Common. Bud Parker

stood near him, his eyes watchful as a
scared rabbit’s through bhis  horn-
vimmed epectacles.

Bud wasz uncasy. He had been uneasy

ever since the gangsters had transferred
thetr activitics from their native haunts
1o the dangerous side of the Atlantic—
dangerous for gangsters ! !

In & one-horse island where cops did
not even pack guns, Bud might have
been expected to consider %1&“ stering
an casy job—mere pie. But he did not.
e had a wholesome respect for the
British Police Force, in spite of their
lack of guns. Shooting up cops was all
very well in Chicago, but in this dog-
goned island a cop could not be shot
up without setting the whole country on
its hind legs, rubbering after the guy
with 1the gun. And Bud, though he
packed his accustomed autematic, had
not the slightest intention of using it
until he was zafe back on the other side
of the pond.

It was dificult for DBud to believe
that there reslly ecxisted s country
where 8 guy couldn’t buy his way out of
the “stone jug.’”” But he was driven to
helieve i1t. And he had a deep dread
of finding himself inside a “stone jug
in & land where the way out was not
for sale,

“T'H say you're some Dismsl Jimmy,
Bud " eaid Mr. Chew. “I ain't shout-
ing out that we've had a whole heap
of Juck so far. Nope! Thia ain't the
country that I'd pick out of a heap for
our game. Surely not! If I was pick-
ing and choosing, I'd sure lcave this
here island on the counter. But Old
Man Vanderdecken has parked his boy
i thiz pesky island—yep or nope "

“Yep!” agreed the uneasy B}T{l._ _

“Are we going to cinch half a million
dollare for that infant, or are we not ¥
demanded Chick.

* Bure—if we get him 1*

“Did you say ‘if ’ ¥ growled Chick.
“¥ou pie-faced bonehead, I'm telling
vou to forget it! Did you ever know
nie¢ let up on a racket when I'd once
ot my molars into it "

“Nope I'" admitted Bud.

“Did I ever get left 7 continued Mr.
Chew, whose method of argument
seemed to be the Bocratic one of asking
questionz. “I'm inquiring of vou, Bud
Parker ¥
_“We ain’t never throwed it on this
side yeb,” said Mr. Parker. “I'm tell-
ing you, Chick, this ain’t Chicawgo, nor
it zin't Noo Yark, nor even *Frisco.
'l tell & man. T surely dislike sceing
a cop around. They don't pack no guns,
surg. But they'ra on the level. And
P'm shouting out to you, Chick, that a
cop on the level is more trouble than
a cop with a gun |

“Aw, can it1” grunted Chick. “We
ain’t getting c¢inched by no cops! And
if we wag——"

Bud shivered. It was clear that he
rcally hated the idea of getting
"cinched * by a man in blue,

“ Mebbe,” said Chick, “we can’t buy
cops and we can't buy judges in this
pesky one-horse island, what I guess
some mangy ¢at left lying around. But
we ¢an buy lawyers here, same as in
the Yew-nited States®

" Mebbe," izid the pessimistic Bud.
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“But 1 ain’t figuring that that will cut
a lot of ice if they get us”

Chick gave another Frunt..

“Mebbe,” he said, "we win up this

very day. Amm't we got it all cut and
dried 1*

“Ain't we had it all cut and dried
afore?” asked DBud, taking up the
Soeratic method himself. “Ain’t we
slipped ut;- on 1t every fime? I'mm in-
quiring of you, Hannibal Chew 7"

*One swaller,” said Mr, Chew, “don’t
make & summer! [ allow it ain't so
easy here as in the States. There ain't
the room here for a guy o move around
without falling over some other guy.
But we're getting through. Ain't I
wrote to that guy Putnam, using the
name of old Coot in London in a fist
that old Coot would sure figure was his
own if he piped it

“Sure ! assented Mr. Parker,

“Ain't I told Putnam, in that there
billy-doo, that Coot'd be calling him
to-day on the phone, and so making it
sure that he wouldn’t write no answer
and put the old guy in London wise in
the racketi*

“Yep I g.greed Mr. Parker.

And ain’t I phoned to his pesky

H

schioolmaster this afternoon and fxed
it up O.K. for the young guy to mose
slong to Courtfield and take tea wit
old Coot what's a hundred miles away

“¥You said it.”

“Waal, then, you beonehead, what's
the matter with Hanner 7 demanded
Mr. Chew warmly. “Ain't it working 7
Ain’t Tug waiting on the read with a

car, ready to meet up with voung
Futnem when he comes along "

“Buare thing

“Ain’t he 8 man what young
Putnam’s never seen? And ain't the
young guy sure to hop into that car
when .asked g0 to do?"

“ Mebbe.”

This time Mr. Parker gave a quali-
fied assent.

“And if he don't hop in, ain't Tug
the guy to pass him one on the cabezn
and throw him in 1™

“I'll say eo.”

This time the assent was unqualified.

“And ain't Tog going to give three
hoots on the klaxom, to put us wise
when he's got that voung guy?®
pursued Mr. Chew, “And aint we

(Continued on next page.l)

(1)
Of highest caste in all his Tand,
A Prines of wide dominlions,
He comes from India*s coral strand
And has his own opinlons
About the English elimaie, which

Is ceriainly much cooler
Than that which smiled upon the rich
And nowerful young ruler,
8y
Good man.. A full of sense,
He's . =n adr... b |
His popuiariiy’s ¥ nie s
Save with 1. <~ v =

Week In, week o1, ... ,,,.m'g::-t heard

One snappish or 1ll-naiure: wo
He’s always calm and happy.

)- From this goou-izmperss :happle

He siarted in to

(5)
S0 Inky's tongue is gueer and aunain?,
While ours is full of knowlev, 2,
And Inky’s words are like what aln*t
Not spoke at this here College,
But on the fleld of play his fame
Is gulte another story,
Al any kind of outdoor game
He shines [n brightast glory.

(7)
** Take up the bailoloess,” he sald,
** And hit the bowling smiteful | **
And when I shook a cautlous head
His grin hecame delightful.
“ I wagerfully bet,"* sald he,
‘* A bag ol doughnuts niceful,
If you will bat, I'll bowl you three,
And hit the wicked twlceful | **

I jumped about u
In paln and in

{4

a A moonshee wise and full of lore

h Taught Inky English grammar,
S8 He should have taught himsell before

4 His verbs and proverbs, boih 50 odd,
N Inte his hopeful pupils,

j== He should have been clapped Into quod
- Without the slightest soruples.

(9
** Gosh | What a snorier ! ** was the ery
1 mada to Inky"s chuckles,
He bowled his third express, and 1
Late-cut it {withfmy kouckles),
o the plteh

flon,
But still, I got ihe doughnuis, which
- Were ample compensation !

Qur clever Rhymester is still going great
guns- The latest victiro to come under his
tl.iiﬂ EYE . « +» BANd pEN 13

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH.
Mabob of Bhanipur, the Hindeo juniar of the
EmSVTEs

- (8}
The language Inky speaks {5 queer,
1t regularly dazes
Sirange visitors when first they hear
His welrd and wondrous phrasss.
“ Terriflc | ** Is the word he loves,
And all things ars ** tarrifle,"”
From battleships to boxing-gloves,
From Poles to the Paclflo !

ammer

(&)

I found him bowling at the nels
Upon a pltch of matting,

And I had very few regreis
That 1 was not there batling

For when he bowls in Larwood siyle,
His llghtning-like expresses

Can s your stamps about 3 mile,
As everyone confesses.

(8)
I took him on and grasped the bat,
He howled a ﬂﬂl{i}ﬂﬂ“ﬁf,
I shat my eyes and Ufied that
To the pavilion gutter.
“*Well donefulness!’* he grinned, and then
He swiltly bowled-a second,
The off-stump vanlshed from my kem,
Aboui one mile, I reckoned.




(3

waiting here ready to horn in if that
Poker Pike 13 trudi.n'g on his tail®”

“1 should smile!” assented BMr.
Purker.

“Waal, then, chew on it and get
happy ! said Chick. “I'm telling you
any minute we'll hear Tug hooting to
put us wise that he's got that young

uy. ‘Three hoots mean that he's got

im. I'm telling you, we're going to
hear threa pesky hoots.”

Mr. Parker did not answer. IHe
seemed fto doubt it i

“And then,” eaid Mr. Chew cheer-
fully, “we walk our chalks arcund a
few to pipe whether that guy Poker is
around offering trouble. I ain’t denw-
ing that he's & bully boy with a glass
eye when it comes to handling a gat,
and he'd think no more of throwing
lead at Tug than he'd think of shooting
up & cop on the side walk in Chicawgo.
But I guess I can throw lead a few, if

it comes to that!”

“I ain't liking 16!" gruoted Mr.
Parker, “I ain’t liking it at all! This
?mdtj_}w country where a guy can throw
ead.

- “Ain't T wise to that?” growled
Chick, *I guess I aint pulling no gun
jest for greens! Nunk! Buat if Poker is
around, horning in, I got to handlie a
gat! Bo've voul I'm felling vou, three
toots on the tooter means that Tug has
got young Putnam—and four toots
means that Poker 15 horning in. And
if there's four toots on that there horn,
Bud Parker, you pull your gun and
f::rllu::}‘f me, and burn powder like you
wos in & rockus in Chicawgo, You hear
me whisper?” :

“You said i1t!" mumbled Bud.
Clearly he did not like the idea.

Chick snorted, and, chewed his cigar.
t.E“d listened 1n undisguised trepida-
i,

The elump of trees, where the two
gangsters stood in cover, screened from
the public view, was some little dis-
tance back from the road.

Known so well by sight to Poker Pike,
and to a gmd many Greyviriars fellows,
Chick had to be very careful not to he
seen in the vicinity of Greyiriars. But
he was on the spot—if he was wanted.

His plan: had been laid so carefully
that he had little doubt that Putnam
van Duck would walk straight inta the
trap. Like many cunning schemers, he
did not allew for the chapter of acci-
dents.

The only danger, Chick reckoned, was
that Poker Pike might be keeping tabs,
to the extent of shadewing the million-
aire’s son on his way to Courthield.

If that proved to be the case, Chick
was ready to wade in—gun in hand |
He shayed, certainly, Mr., Parker's mis-
givings about gun-play in a country
where guns were g0 muchh at & dis-
count.  He would have avoided gun-
play, if possible. But if gun-play was
impeoratively called for, Chick was the
man fo answer the call |

The gangsters listened,

It was getting towards four o'clock,
and if Putnam had fallen into the trap,
it was time he did the falling, Bud
evidently had doubts—but if Chick had
any, he did net allow his dubicty to
appesr in his fat face,

Suddenly frem the dircetion of the

road came the shorp, loud, clear hoot
of & motor-horn.

Honk t

Bud started. Chick lislened.

Honk |

“That's two!” breathed Bud.

Before he-had the words out, the third

koot came, loud and clear.
Honk !

Bud listened, slinost in anguish, for
Tee Mscxer Lisrapy.—No. 1,474,
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& fourth honk. Three hoots meant that
the schoolboy millionaire was kidnapped
in the black car, safe and sound. Four
meant danger. Was a fourth coming?

If it came, Chick was ready to dart
out of the clump, and spee
scene, gun in hand—loosing off lead as
goon as he spotted the gunman, And
Bud had to back hiz play, repugnant
as the gpams was to him. The sweat
started out on Bud's forchead, over his
horn-rimmed glasses, as he listened.

Buf there was silence—save for the
sound of a distant car, growing- more
distant. Bilence is said to be golden—
but never had it seemed of such pure
geld to Bud Parker.

Chick Chew grinned.

“What'll I be telling you, you Bud **
he asked.

“He's sure got him ! breathed Bud.

M ¥ep!” grinned Chick, *“He's got
him—Tug’s got him! And that guy
Poker ain’t sround none. 'Three toots
on the horn if he got him safe—four if
Poker was around. Did vou hear three
or four, you Buod?*

“Three | gaid Bud.

“You said it!” agrced MMr. Chew.
“Are we pulling off this here stunt, or
ave we not, Bud Parker®”

“I'll sgay we are!” said Mr, Parker,
deeg&,}' relioved.

" ¥Yap!” said Mr, Chew. “0ld Man
Vanderdecken can sure start counting
out half a million dollars, Bud—he'll be
handing them over scon. I'll say we're
carning them harder than we used in
Chicawgo—but we're cinching them,
Bud! If you want to see & guy that
never gets left, you want to give this
baby the onte-over! T'll tell a iman this
iz jest clam pie! I'm asking you, Bud
Parker, whether it is 0.K., or whether
it iz not O.K.”

“O.K. 1" said Mr, Parker.

“You said it!” smiled Chick. !
guess Tug’s a mile off by this time. and
e want to beat it easy and guiet across
this here bit of prairicc.  We got the
Daimler parked a mile off, and I guess
we can hit it witheat any galoot get-
ting wise to us. I allow that this ain't
a stunt that calls for publicity.”

Chick Chew heaved his heavy bulk
away from the beech, and left the clump
on_the side farthest from the road.

Bud followed him.

A mile away, in & secluded lane, the
gangsters had & car waiting, which they
could reach by cutting across the
common without coming out into a
road. It was, as Chick declared, a stunt
that did not call for publicity—and the
less they met the publie view, the better.
Leaving the trees, they started &t &
quick walk across the cpen green
common—and as they did so, there was

a vell of surprise.
*Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's Chick
Collar

Chew—they're the kidnappers!
them, vou fellows!™

A dozen schoolboys in runming kit
following a paper trail, were swooping
down towards the clump of frees as the

gangsters emerged. Chick and Bud met
the Greyfriars pack fairly face to face

——

THE TWELFIH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Butis In !
OB CHERRY was in the lead.
B Cleze  behind  him  came
MNugent and Johnny  Ball,

Hurree Jawmset Ram Singh, and
the Beunder., Strung out after them
were Squiff and Tom PBrown, Peter
Todd and Redwing, snd two or three
other fellows,

Bringing up the rear, Fanting and
perspiring, was & hickory-faced man in
shirtsleeves and a bowler hat.

on the .

The paper trail ran at s short distance
from the treeclump. The hares had
passed that clump, without seeing any-
thi of the gangsters, deep in cover
in the midst of the trees.

_ Neither had the gangsters scon angy-
ing of the hares,

f they had heard the light running
footsteps at a distance on the grass,
that eound had only coused them
to hug cover the closer|

Certainly it had never crossed Mr.
Chew’s mind, keen as he was, that the
millionaire’s gon he wanted, running as
s hare in & paper-chase, had passed
within twenty yards of him !

Chick was good at gucssing, but that
was one of the things that he could not
be expected to guess!

Of the hares, Mr, Chew knew nothing.
Of the pock, he learned more than he
wanted to know. They would have
passed the thick clump of trees, a dozen
vards off, had not the gangsters emerged
when they did.

But as they emerged, Bob Cherry saw
them at once, and, swerving towards the
trees, he yelled to his comrades.

Chick and Bud stopped dead, staring.

“The kidnappers ! velled Bob.

“The esteemed Chew !” panted Hurreo
Jamset Ram Bingh,

*That gang ! gasped Johnny Bull,

“You're leaving the traill” shouted
mmithy.

“Come on ! roared back Bob., “The
kidneppers—bag ‘em 1"

From Mr, Pike, in the rear, come a
gasp, His slits of eves were on the
gangsters at once.

Ever since Putnam van Duck had
etarted, as a hare, the resolute Poler
had kept up the chase—with the firin
belief in his mind that Chick was surely
somewhere around watching for o
chance to cinch the millionaire’s son.
And here was Chick !

“Bearch me ! ga;rt-d Poker.

He was tired. 0 WAS perspiring.
He was sticky. He waz almeost at the
end of his tether, His bowler hat felt
like a band of iron onm his burning
brow. DBut at thé sight of the gang-
sters he woke to new life. He raced.

“Carry me home o die !"’ gasped Mr.
Chew.

Heg was surprised.

In fact, his sharp eves almost popped
from his fat face at the sight of the
Greyfriars gunman af the tail of the
Greyfriars pack.

He had been prepared for an en-
counter with Poker on the road where
the car waited, keeping tabs on Putnam
and giving Tug trouble. But he was
utterly amazed at seeing him coming st
4 paniing run across l:}_le common, in
his shirizleeves at the tail of 8 running
crowd of paper-chasers,

It was clear that Poker knew nothing
of the kidnapping scheme—carried out
with such complete success! He was on
the spot by accident! Running in a
schoolboy paper-c the very last
thing that the astonished Chick would
have expected to see the grim-faced gun-
man deing !

Chick was so astonished that his fat
%a.w dropped, revealing gleams of gold
rom his a:Eansi-m American dentistry.

“"Beat it " panted Bud.

Bud beat it promptly. Mr. Chew was
not long after himi—about the tenth of
a split sccond !

“After them 1™ yelled Bob.

“Tallv-ho!” roared the Bounder.
Paper-chase and harcs were forgotten
for the moment. -

With Bob in the lead, the whole pack
swooped down on Chick and Bud. Only
swift retreat saved them from clutch-
ing handa.
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They dartcd away, with the pack whooping after them.

Fast after the pack came Poker Pikes :

Poker had been feeling as if he bad hardly & run left in
hia lega, wiry as they wora. He would have given half tho
pringﬁ; salary paid by Mr. Vanderdecken van Duck just
to sit down for a couple of minutes and rest his weary
limabs, and fan his crimson fage with his bowler hat. But
he forgot all that at the sight of the gangsters. He found
Enﬁir! energy from somewhere. He sccelerated; he raced;

e flew.

He passed Dob ‘Cherry and took up the lead, instcad of
panting at the tail. After him Bcw the juniors,

“They got him | Poker gritted between his teeth, “They
rore wag around—and they got him 1™

Bob gave a breathless el‘;uck!ﬁ as he caught the words.

“Where havo they got him!” he gasped. *In ther
waistcoat pockets ¥

Poker did not answer. He had little breath left, and he
needed it all for running. .

If the gangsters hed “ got  Putnam, as Poker guessed. 1t
was clear that they haed disposed of him somehow; he was
not with them.

But Poker had no doult of it! y

He had feared it, all through the paper-chase; it had
haunted him along &ll those weary, sticky miles. Obviously,
the hares must have passed near the gangsters, a3 the paper
trail had led the pack right on to them. That was enough
for Poker, Thoy had got him!

And Poker waa going to got them !

His lungs were almost bursting. His legs were nearly
folling off. Sweat ran in streams down his hickory face,
His bowler hat felt now more like a ring of fire than a band
of iron. But he flaw on, : ;

It was fortunate for Mr. Chew and his horn-rimmed side-
kicker that they wera fresh, and good at sprinting. Good
a3 they were at the game, the pack would have had them
had the meeting taken place earlier. But long, heard miles
lay behind the iuunds-apd every mile had told! Hard as
they ran, they did not gain on the ﬂeemg_gnnﬁﬂtem

Poker Pike, wonderful to relate, did gain. He shot ahead
of the panting pack, much to their astonishment.

But even Poker, though he gained, could not keep it up.
Ahead of the ranning gangsters appearcd & fringe of lrees,
along 8 sunken lane, at the edge of the common. That was
where the Daimler was parked out of sight. That was their
objective. They flew for the car. Poker, gaining on them
by a tremendous spurt, came almost within clutching
distance,

But thay few on—and Poker sagged. He ccased to gain;
he lost ground, though still ahead of the pack.

Grim and hard the hickory face set, in its sea of perspira-
tiopn. Poker halted. Ha dragged the gun from his hip.

““ Hallo, halle, halle | gasped Bob Cherry, a dozen yards
behind. “0Oh erikey! Chuck that, you mad ass!”

If Poker heard, he did not heed, Up went his six-gun to
a lovel, glinting in the May sunshine,

The pack, in sheer horror, came to a breathless halt,
staring. They had forgotten Poker Pike's gun. FPoker
hado’t |

The gun was saimed, Poker's finger on the irigger.
Perhaps remembering that he was no lenger in Chicago,
oven at that breathless moment, Poker aimed at Chick
Chew’s flying fat legs. In bhias happy native city, no doubt,
his aim woulld have been to hit the gangster where ho lived,
as he would have ﬂﬁ-maiﬂd it. Now he was. content to roll
him over, with a bullet in the leg.

“ He—he—he's shooting I” gesped Nuogent.

Ok crikey 1V

“Oh erumbs I .

Beforo Poker Pike could pull frigger, however, Bob
Cherry gave him o hefty charge, and sent him crashing to
the ground.

There wes o roar of rage from Poker Pike as he
scrambled to his feet. Roaring with rage, he rushed on
again. But there was no chance now. The runming
gangsters disappeared through a fringe of trees

Threa minutes later Pcker stumbled down into the shady
lane, It wes only to hear the buzz of & car and to see the
Daimler disappearing in the distance.

Poker Pike stood staring after the car as the pack
gethered in the lane. He brandished his useless gum.

“Gone 1" gasped Bob E‘harrﬁ.

“The gonefulness is terrific ™ panted the Nabob of
Bhanipur, _

"Tht;y--thay had a car!"” breathed the Bounder. “Might
heve guessed that one. They're gone ¥

Poker gave a groan, .

“They got him} They sure cinched that Putnam van
Duck | And Old Man Vanderdecken paying me to I-E-.;:;Ep taps
on him! He sure will figure that I've sold him out I"

{Continued on next page.)

Nelson Lee the de-
tective and Nipper
his boy assistant in
South Africa—and
n a varn that for
sheer inlerest and
grip you have
seldom secen
equalled! This
yarn tella of Iife in
theorange-growing
country of modern
South Africa; of
mystery and mur-
der and the menace
of -an appalling
massed native
rising against the
whites. Rex
Hardinge's  first-
hend story 13 first-
class reading,

GOLUMBUS JUNIOR

No. 528

A lot of stories that
claim to be en-
tertaining and
amusingjustaren’t,
But thiz distinctly
131 Percival
Ulyssezs Woodger,
with a stutter and
] ttn*s}lming noate,
sets out to ' dis-
cover © America—
a modern Colum-
bus, Fromthe
first his adventures
and misadveniures
will delight you.
Thiz book 1= a
frolic; a real treat |
Do yourzelf s goad
turn and buy it.

BOYS FRIEND

LIRARY

Now on Sale at all Newsagents - 4< each,




U

*But—"" gasped Bob. _

"1 guess you young guys put }hls
acroes me | reared Poker. ido't I

ub you wise at the start? Dido’t you
fut on a guy and keep him einched
while that .Jutnam van Duck walked
his chalks? Yep! I'Hl say sol- And
%in’t. I hgmng Lo kl::eat Ivnu up & few?
=urest thing you Enow

“Here, look otit—" yelled Bob.

1] Dh m“‘!h’ﬂ IH :

“Barge him over!”

 (zreat pip 1"

Convinced that Putnam had fallen
inte the hands of the kidnappers, and
that he had failed in his trust, Poker's
next ides was to *beat up " the fellows
who bad put it across him'! He parked
his gun and charged st the pack.

ey Beatbered. ) .

They could fecl for Poker, in the dis-
tressing  circumstances, They would
willingly have consoled him; but they
were not prepared to give lim the con-
golation c-F “beating them up.”

“ Hook it " gasped Dob.

The pack scattered and ran. They
headed back across tho common, to the
deserted paper trail.  After them
charged Poker.

It was rather fortunmate for all com-
cerned that Poker was at an end of his
running resources, He dropped behind
in the race. _

He wﬁ.s fl_:'tr in the {?ar tyhenThthe
juniors hit the paper trail again. ey

ollovwed it fﬁEt-,PﬂEI;E FPoker's bowler hat
dropped out of sight when they reached
the Courtfield road.

After that loss of time there was no
hope of catching the hares. .But the
pa{:kh;‘uu haﬂ:l!], a:t:xii:-ufl to !:l:nrg wha;lhqcr
anything really bad happened to Put-
uu.IFI: van Duck, as Poker ;i)il"mij' believed.

On that score their fears were relieved
ns ther came panting up to the school
gates, For there, cheerful and smiling,
tha hares stood, waiting to welcome
them honie.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner In a Scrape !

it IGHT downt"

! Skinner did not know how
long he had lain, ticd like a
turkey, under the enveloping

rug, in the black car. It scemed to him
like centuries: but certainly it was
nothing like so long as that!l

Bnt the car had stopped at last.

The rog was jerked off, s knife slit
through the cord on his wrista and
:_'Eulil_tl&a. the gag was jerked away, and

zinner was free.

In & dusky twilight, he blinked
dizzily at the clean-shaven man, who
told him curtly to light down.

Skinner tottered from the car.

His first impression was that it was
night, or, at least twilight. But he
discerned that the duskiness was due to
the fact that he was inside a closed
building. Looking round, he saw that
It WES a4 garags.

Tug had closed the garage doors after
runming the car in, BSkinner had a
dimi view of the garage—that, and
nothing more. ro it was, to what
building it was attached, he had not
the faintest idea. All he could feel
sure of was that it was st a great
distance from_ Greyfriers School.

He tottered, leaning on the ear and
gasping. The terror in his face drew
3 contemptuous sniff from Tug., He did
not seem to have ex such s total
loes of nerve on the part of Putnem
van Duck!

“Take & cinch on your nervous
system, big boy!” said Tug. *¥You
[ ain't going to be chewed up in this here
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ghebang! ‘This here is a home-from.
home, where you'll sure be looked ‘Ih.itE,t;
like you was ib your po per’s mansion.
“*]—I say—" gasped Bkinner. 5
| %“E“ T had to treat you mu%'hi
gaid Tug. *I hadn't no time to lose,
with mebbe that guy Poker rubbering
around, But vou're O.K, now! You
jest to sit down and wait for Chick
to trickle in.”
“I-I H&i’. let me go P gasped
Bkinner, “If you think I'm Van Duck
u_

(14 HEF?”

“I'm not Yan Duck ! .

Tug stared -at him. As Skinoer had
told him, on the Courtfield road, that he
was Wan Duck, he was not iikﬂhr to
bilieve that statement.

“I'm not!” groaned Skinner. “Oh
eriker! I say, I give you my word
that I'm not Van Duck! You've made
a mistake—" )

“I guess you're the guy that's gigung
that 1" grinned Tug, “I'll say it's 8
big mistake to figure on stringing me
along that-a-way, young Putnam.

“I'm not Putnam !” groancd Skinner.

“It was.a lark—just o lark. 1 was
pretending to be Van Duck—" .
“Keep 1t up!” said Tug., “I'll say

vou'll go on pretending.”

“But I'm really not——" )

“Can it 1" said Tuﬁutemh'. “Can it,
and put the lid on the can! You come
this way, young Putnam !”

Ho gripped Skinner by the arm and
led him to the hack of the Barage,
where he opened s small door; it led
into an adjoining room. Tug pushed
Skinner into it

That room, he saw st & glance, -had

n prepared for an unwilling occu-
pant, It had s window, acrose which
iron bars had been newly screwed; out-
gide the window was a el and
locked shutter. Bedstead, table, chairs,
and other articles of Furniture st
about, evidently placed thers recently
for the kidnappea juntor. i

This, it was clear. was designed as
Putnam van Duck's abode while Chick
carried o negotiations }nth his popper
for the ransom. Now 1f was going to
be Skinner's abode. It might have been
Billy Bunter's, had not S8kinner so art-
fully ousted the Owl of the Remove.
From the bottom of his heart Harold
Skinner wished that he bhad not been

uite 2o artful Bunter was welcome to
this—~more than welcome !

“1 sav, do listen to & fellow!”
moaned Bkinner, “I'm no use to you
if vou want that Yankee chap! I'm
not Van Duck "

“Carry on1” grinned Tug.

“I'm not at all like him!" gasped
Bkinner. “If you knew Van Duck by
sight vou'd jolly well know—->"

“You're telling me—hecause you're
wise to it that I ain't never seen you
nfore I grinned Tug. *“Carry on, bo!
Sav. voud like me to believe that you
pin't the bird we want ¥

“Yes !"” gasped Skinner.

“And, not being the bird we wank,
you'd like me to let you beat it here
and now " asked Tug.

“Yez! ¥You see—"

“Mebbe you'd like me to run rou

back to where I picked you wp. and
drop you there, to hoof it bock to your
echool 17 su gested Tug.

“Oh, ves!’ gasped Bkinner.

“That's what you want ** asked Tug.
“ Yoz yes P
“Well,” said Tug, I guess there
ain't no harm In your wanting, snd
ou can sure keep on wanting, young
uinam van Duck. Keep on wanting
all ‘you want [*

And TuF chuckled.
Evident hs dia not place the
elightest faith 1n .8kinner's denial ot

identity. It scemed too palpable to
Tug. It sounded to him the thinnest
story he had ever heard. .

e would not have been surprised had
Putnam van Duck sought to bribe him
to let him go before Chick returned to
make gure of him, but he reslly was
surprised that Putnam should try such
& flimsy tele as this; it was altogether
too thin. )

‘Bkioner stood overwhelmed with dis-
may. Little as the clean-shaven man
believed him, he certainly was nos
Putnam van Duck. What was going to
haﬂmn to him when the leader of tha
kidnapping gang disrovered that s mia-
take had beco made{

Bkinner had read o good deal about
American gangsters; he had obtained
uite a lot of lurid information from
the films on that subject. He was fecl-
ing almost sick with apprehension.
rtainly he had rather made fun of
Van Duck's supposed danger from kid-
nappers at Greviriars, but that was
when he was sale at school. He was
not feeling like making fun now—now
that he was in the powesr of ithe gang-
sters in Van Duck’s place

Tug went to the door.
jumped after hum.

i k here,” he panted, “1 tell you
I'm not Van Duck ! I'm Skinner—
that's my name! I've got letters in my
pocket to prove it—"

“Cute!” assented Tug. “All fixed up
ready to back up this yarn if~vyou was
cinched by a guy what wasn't wise to
your frontispiece. Cute [ _

¥ you fool!™ gasped 8kinner.
“You idwot! I'm not Yan Duck!l I
tell you I'm no usa to you!™

“You'll dol” grinned Tug. “We'll
sort of make you do.”

“But I'm not YVan Duck ! shrieked
Skinner, as the gangster prepared to
close the door on him.

“And you a cute American!” aaid
Tug, with %15.}‘.{“1 reproach. “ Ain't you
cuto enough te know that that sort of
dope ain't no use? I'm sure #'prised at
vou, young Putnam van Duek! I'll tell
8 manl If there's a gur that could
string me along with a tale like that
I'd like to ses the colour of his hair—I
sure would 1

And, with & cheerr chuckle, Tu
the door shut, and Skinner hear
turn in the lock on the other side.

“Oh erilkey I” gasped Skinner.

He gat down on the edge of the bed.

He was a prizoner! For how long®
Until Chick Chew turned up and dis-
covered that he was the wrong bicd.
VWhat was going to heppen then?

Bkinner

drew
a key

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Asks for a Battlng !

&% SAY, yvou fellows—"
I * Bunter 1"
# Bat him '
“I say, don's vou play the
goat 1" roared Bunter,
Hares and hounds were home after a
hard tun. They had splashed and
changed in the changing-room and

come .up to the studies to tea. The
Remove passage, so silent that after-
noon, rang to footsteps and cheery
voices.

Six fellowa were in Study No. 1—tho
famous Tpo. sand the American junior.
They were doing full justice to ham
and oggs and othar good things when
the Owl of the Remove blinked iu
through his big spectacles.

Bunter's fat existence had been rather
forgotten during the [.Eepemhm. But
a3 the chums of the move weres re-
minded of it they were reminded also
of the fact that Bunter had dodged the



run, and was, therefore, entitled to a
batting on the bags. Which was not
what Bunter had come to the study for,
by any means |

“There's & fives bat on the bookenee,
Bunter,” said Harry Wharton, “Hand
it over, and then bend across the
fender.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——*

"PDon’t make a cha ﬁet up for it
after & hard rumn,” saig arry. “Yon
might band over the bat; it’s for you,
yvou know.”

" Beast 1?

The chuma of the Remove chuckled.
Bunter, not a very obliging fellow at
the best of times, was really not likely
tc obkige by handing over a fives bat
mtended for his own tight trousers,

“¥ou out tha run, you fat slacker |”
growled Johnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull| The fact is, I—1I
forgot,” =aid Bunter. *“I was—was
aw ulfy keen on it, but I fell aslesp;
I was fast asleep in Quelch's armchair
m hia study, you know, when I heard
you fallows starting—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“So you were hiding in & beak’s
study 1* exclaimed Bob.

“0h, nol I—i went there to—to
borrow a—a book; I'd lost my Latin
Paril-mmn.r. and I wonted one particu-

r ¥

]
5;_ aper-chase !

] A

"Yu*{) mean no! I mean I went
there to see’ the time by Quelch’s clock,
to make sure of not being late starting.

As for d
naver thou

ing tha run, of course

_ t of such a thing. I hope
I'm wvot a slacker, "like that cad
Skinner [

“Oh erumbst!® gasped DBeob. “Hae
hopes he's net a elatker |
3 gaha ho uinhe? iaItarriﬁi:."
_ " Being fast ssleep, I forgot all aboud
it,” went on Bunter. *“If you think I
heard you starting, vyou'ra gquite mis-
taken. I never heard Bob say * Where's
that fat slug?’ :
o ¥ hat I”?
g of the kind, you know|
Horry I missed the run. B8till, you were
El"ﬁ'ttj’ lucky, Wharton; you'd hardly

ave got home without being caught it
I'd been in th s with you,
Van Duck.”

“Search mel” gasped Van Duck.
And the Famous Five chuckled. So far
from catching & hare in a paper-chase,
it was rather doubtiul whether Billy
Bunter could have caught a tortoise,
Itﬂwpu]ﬂ have had to be a very aged
tortotsa.

“But never mind that,” said Bunter.
“ It was rather rotten of you fellows to
start without me :'aallr‘ But never
mind that.. I say, I'll have some of
that ham ; it locks good. I say, I sup-
pose you'rs going fo bat Skioner for
cutting the run, ﬁ%haﬂun??‘ :
_t‘!”‘u?u, rather—same time as you get
L

“0Oh, don't be an ass!™ grunted
Dunter, *“I woas fearfully keen on it
That cad 8kinner cut it from sheer

s pack.

slacking. 1 say, give it to him hard,
won't you? Look here, I'll lay it on if
ou hike, if you fellows hold 8kinner.

Il make him jolly well squirm 1*

The tea party in Study No. 1 stared
at Bunter. A batting wss due to
Skinner for slacking, iut nobody ex-

Hilly Bunter to be keen on see-
ing & slacker batted. He might have
been expected tc have o fellow feeling
for a fellow alacke:. A fellow feeling
i3 eaid to make us wondrous kind., But
it waa clear that Bunter had no kind-
ness to waste on Skinner.

,“What has Skinner dane,
arked Frapk Nugent, lavghiog.
Bunter gobbled ham and eggs.

fatty

EVERY SATURDAY

“The awiul ead {” ha zaid. “He did
mo out of a spread] Locked me in
my study, you know, to keep me cut of
itl I was sticking there till Mauly

came in. Hours and hours-— three-
Eﬁntr:‘ﬁrs of an hour, at least. Fancy
&

2

Bunter talked with his mouth full, 1f
he had been done out. of one spread, he
wes taking care not to be done oot of
another.

" luck, you know!"” he went
on, his fat voice a little muflled by

iContinued on next page.)

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor Is always pleassed
hear from his readers. Write

1o
o
him : Editor of the MAGNET, The
Fleelway House, Farringdon Streei,
London, E.CA. A siamped, addréased
envelopa will ensure & reply.

UNNY 1 happen over in
F Fisher T. Kish’s country! Bub
I think ome of the moat curious

clubs to be found over there is the

club for
DRAWING THE LONG BOW !

In other words—The Liars" Club, of
Burlingtpn, Wisconein, Bolieve it on not,
chums, 1 thia club they actusily give a
geld medal each year to the member who
gucceeds in telling the ** talleat atory ™!
And what yarns some of them spint
Ona member, who lives in New Maoxico,
claimed to be o * quick on the deaw,!
that he could stand o front of & mirrer,
and whip out his uix?m quicker than his
own reflection could do |
Another club member claimed to have
sucoseded in growing buck-wheat mixed
'with Mexican jumping beans. When he
made the buckwheat imto pancakes, the
jumping beans ecaused the pancakes to
taro themselves I
All the members are not Americans,
however. For instance, a London member
weighed in with a et about an Irish
Baherman. He tried hard to catch fish,
but couldn’t. 8o, as a last resdrt, he threw
snuff into the water, This caused the fish
to meeze so hard that they hammered
thernselves to death on the rooka !
Finnlly, there was another story about
s sea captain whose ship was called,
appropriately enough, the Frevaricator.
claimed to have sailed over the Bahara
Desert on the heat waves! What's more,
he made the voyage pay for itaalf by catch-
ing smoked i on the way |
thinle thet’s enough * tall stories™
to be going on with |

Ever thought of keeping wvour -own
menageria, chums ¥ There are, of course,
a large number of private menageriea in
this conntry. But menagerie keeping is o
most expensive hobby. Howover, &
resident of Llanelly has solved this

problem, He possesses
A CEMENT MENAGERIE,

which ia eortainly & new one on me. This
man is saventy- years of age, and for
the last four years he has been adding to
hia " me ie.! He has construected a
great mum of coloured and life-like
effigies of animals and birds—makin
them all of cement. They are plmeﬁ
arcund the lawn and foreoourt of his
houss, snd so natural do they look that
many vigitors receive & shock when they
frat apot them.

Who is
THE OLDEST MAN IN THE WORLD

gtill living 1 That is the question whioch
* Curious,” of Brighton, propounds to me

this week. The oldest living man is
caimed to ba Ali Bhefls: » & Turk, who is
137. Hei&nfnminthﬂvﬂlnga
Earaboy, in KEurdistan. Ali has three
wives and eleven ahildren. But, despite
the fact that he is 80 old, ke has not

ven up learning, On the contrary,

e o tmaphit himaelf b0 ead, od
writa & new la . In bis younger
days Ali used to and write the old

Turkish seript, but that has been changed.
Ho the old man has learnsd ihe new
Turkish alphabet with Latin characters.
Good Iuck to him 1

ON BRADLEY, of Chelsea, asks

me an interesting question this
woelk, concerung

SEYSCRAPERS MADE OF GLASS ¢

Heo wanta to know if any have yot been
construotéd. Up to the present, no. But
many architects are experimenting with
glasa a8 a building substance, and, a8 &
matter of fact, several houses have already
been constructed of glasa bricks. Thesa
gless bricks are opaque, so, while they
slfow daylight to pass through the walls,
fﬁﬂplﬁ outside can't see through them.
[t ia olaimed that ‘insulate the building
ainst cold in wintern, Ancther bi

:ﬁm. is- that are flreproof.
Besides being strong and durable,
b}'tcﬁ:? oan t-lf manufactured in all kmd:'
of solours, thus giving a great voariety o
artistio effecta. P ¥

In the future we may seo [lactories,
homea and alyscraper office buildinga
construeted of glass. Architects say that
they will stand as long as, if not
than, buildings of steel, concrete, and
stone. They will, of course, be more
beautifixl to look at, and mucrh more
pleasant to work in, becauss of tho. greater
amount of sunshine and daylight that will
come through their walls,

And now we come 1o the

STAR ITEMS IN NEXT WEEEK'S
MAGNET |

The top-notch yarn of Harry Wharton
& Co. is entitled :

Y OQRDERED TO QUIT! ™
By Frank Richards,

and itls o mixture of fun, thrills, excite-
ment and the thousand and one things
which go to make a really good story.
The extraordinary idea of having a pro-
fessional gunman to keep watch and ward
over & boy in his Form is far from pleasi
to Mr. Quelch, who thinks it high time
Poker Fike is given “ marching orders.”.
But Van Duck’s bodyguard 8 not so
aagily gat rid of, which, incidentally,
is very. fortunato for Mr. Quelch !

Following this star school story is &
ﬂ:ﬂ:‘]ﬂiﬂg edition ‘of the * Groyiriars

erald,” and further thrill-packed chap-
ters of our great new pirate yorm. OF
sourse, we must not !‘nrgﬁt our clever
Rhymester's werses—they're well up to
atandard.

A final word, order mext Saturday’
MagrET in good time 1

YOUR EDITOR.
Tae Macxer LiBrAry.—No. 1,474.
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ham and eggs. “I banged on the door
snd yelled through the kevhole, but
nobody heard ime till Mauleverer came
in. ,@fnd then he had $o hunt for a
kev to let me out. Bkinner took away

my key.”
Euntcr gasped nnder the combined
offects of wrath, indignetion, ham, and

egea.l

E{Fﬁut what did Skinner lock you in
vour study for?” asked Harry blankly.

“Ha dicsl me ot of & feed! You see,
when Mauly got me out it was too late
to start for Courtfield. That beast went
instead !

“Heo waz going to Courtfield when we
rmet him on the road over the common,”
said Harry. “But what feed are you
talking about, and how could Bkinner
diddle you out of iti™ )

“Oh " Bunter paused—not with the
ham and eggs, but with his outburst of
indignation. It ocourred to his fat
brain thot os Vah Duack was present,
less said about that little scheme to
aonex his apread the better. “0Oh,
nathinﬁi I—I mean——"

“Well, what do you mean?”

“(h, nothing |- gasped Bunter.
mean, I'll have some more ham.”

“Is that all you meani®

“Mo; I'll have some more of the
eggs, too!”

unter had some more of the ham

-ll.I

and eggs. Thers was consolation In
ham and eggs! Bunter took a lot of
consolation.

“I say, you fellows,” he went onm,
“Mind you don’t forget about batting
E‘rkinner? Not because he did me out
of that feed at the Courtfield Hotel
vou know, but because he's & rotten
slacker I

“A fecd at the Courtfield Hotel I
pjaculated Wharton., *“ Who the dickens
was standing & feed ab the Courtheld
Hotel 1

*Oh, nobody I said Bunter hastily.

“Wha-at "

“MNobody at all! Nothing of the sort,
vou know 1"

“Is that fat gink loco?” asked Van
DNueck, in wonder.,

“Oh, really, Yan Duck—"

“He's telling lies, of course,” said
Bob, *That's nothing new., But why?
What are you rolling them out for now,
Bunter {"

“0Oh, really, Cherey—"  Bunier
obbled. “If vou fellows were.as truth-
ul as I am—grocogh l—you'd do! Any
mora ham "

“WNo, you cormorant !”

“1'll try that cake! It's nothing like
the cake I should have had at Court-
field, if that tick S8kinner hadn’s diddled
T ™

“80 there was a cake 1™

“Well, & rich American would be
bound fo stand a pretty decent spread, 1
sippose,” said Bunter, " Skinner '1:-111:;'
‘well thought so, or he wouldn't
have dished me, and gone instead.
Treacherous beast, you know—listening
to tho whole thing, and then barging me
into the study and locking the door——"

"A rich American!” ropeated
Wharton.
*Oh, no!®™ Bunter remembered

caution agam. “Not st alll I don't
know anvtling shout an American st
Jourtfield to-day—the fact is, I've never
rd of Mr. Coot at all—"

“What "

“Never heard the name ! said Bun-
ter. “It's guite new to mea.”

The juniors stared at Bunter., DBunter
blinked at them. He could see that
they doubted his statement, though he
did not know why!

“ Well, that fat idiot takes the cake !”
gaid Bob. “Jan’t Coot the name of the
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American johnny your father knows in
London, Van Duck

“Bure! I never heard that he was
going to be in (ourtfield to-day,
though,” apswered Putnam. “Might
have been in that letter-that was lost
yesterdey — the one thet fat gink
echucked out of the window—I never
found it."

“Looks as if Bunter did|¥ grunted
Johnny Bull.

“I didn't 1" roared Bunter.

“Then how do you know that Mr.
Coot was to be in Courtheld to-day 1

“I didn't know|” explained Bunter.
“I've never heard of Fzra Coot—I've
told you so. I hope you can take a
fellow’s word I

“Carry me home to die ” gasped Van
Dk,

“1 never saw that letter after it went
out of the window " szaid - Bunter
warmly. “And as if I'd read & fellow's
letter, tonl I hope I'm ineapable of it—
not like some fellows I could name!
Taking a telaphone call iz quite another
matter !  Anybody might take & tcle-

phone call.”

“You took a phone call from Coot ¥
demanded Van E)llﬂln‘.:.

“Oh, no! TYou sgee, I woan't in

Quelch's study——" )

“Not when you were asleep in his
armchair !” asked Bob.

“Oh " gasped Bunter. *I—I mean—
I mean I was fast asleep when I heard
the telephone bell, and—and—and
never hesard ity you koow. Besides 1
had to take the eall, or else some of the
beakz would have come in—cackling like
a lot of geese at Wigging' door !

Harry Wharton & Co. wera concen-
trating their aitention on the fat and
fatuons Owl now. They could see that
they were getting at something—though
as vet they could hardly make cut what.

“8Bo Mr. Coot phoned,” said Harry,
“and you took the eall?”

“Ohl! No—nobody phoned!” said
Buntar. “ Tho bell never went at all,
and I pever thought the beaks might
gtep in. I wasn't in the study. I hope
you fellows don't think I'd even dream
of bagging another fellow's spread! It
was Skinner’s idea, entirely.”

*If that burbling bandersnatch means
an;thing},l" said Bob thoughtfully, “he
means that Mr. Coot telephoned from
Courtheld, and Bunter took a eal]l meant
for Van Duck. If Coot's in Courtheld,
he may have meant to ask ¥an Duck to
tea! Is that the spread you're telking
about, Bunter 1"

“No! Coot never
Runter. *The call
from the grocer's. They rang up
iiuelf:h'a number by—by mistake! Not
that I took a call, you know! I wasn't
in the study, so how could It Besides,
the iden of going instead of Van Duck
never occurred to me—"

“CGoing instead of Van Duck [ stut-
tered Wharton.

“Never even dreamed of such &
thing ! said Bunter cheerfully. “How
could I? You see, Coot never mentioned
on the phone that he hadn't ever seen
Van Duock, and wanted to make his
acquaintance. So, of course, 1 never
thought of anything of the kind.”

T Grﬂﬂ-t P'IPI ] .

“You locoed fat gink!" roared Van
Duck, in great wrath. *“You was
going to string old Coot along, by
making out that vou was mo—letting
him figure that I was®a pie-faced fat
geck of your heft——" ) .

“Well, Itke that!” said Bunter
warmly. “I should think you'd be glad
to let :I‘\{(L Coot think you.were a good-
looking, athletic fellow—even if it was
a mistake, and it wasn't you [*

" A —a—a—what—" gasped
Duck—" a—a—a which {2

ned I explained
took was from—

Nan

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blested: if 1 see anyihing to cackle
at ¥ said Bunter. "“If-Coot had taken
me for you, he would have gone away
thinking vou were a jolly decent-looking
ie]lc:w;iualead of what wou are, you

now 1°

“Oh, search me 1"
while the Famous
laughter.

“In fact, that's really why I was
going, 8o as not to disappoint Mr. Cgot
when he was expecting a fellow to tea,”
said Bunter, As for tha spread, I
never gave it s thought! I'm always
doing these kind, thoughtful things, and
I never get sny thanks, Is that nll the
caka, you fellows?”

“Mean to say that that gopher-faced
eck Skinner has gone along to sce old
ot, making out he was me, to saaffle

asped Van Duck.
ive velled with

.that tea " ejaculated Van Duck, as the

truth dawned on him. ’
“0f course, that was his game,” said
Bunter, *That's whé' he locked me in
the study. I hope old Coot spotted him
and kicked him cut! Getting it all ou
of me, you know, and then sticking me
in o study, and going himself | Not that
I personally thought of doing anything
of the kind, you know. It was Skinner's
idea from the very start—I dare say
that was why he cut the paper-chase!
I say, Wharton, mind you don't let
him off that batting | It's up to you, as

captdin of the Remove, to see that o
man's for slacking. I l_mﬁnu
you're going fo do your duty. A jeolly

good batting, see—a jolly good one [
“Right-ho " assented Harry Whartor,
He rose from the table and took the
fivas bat from the bookcase.
Bunter blinked at him.
~ “I say, you wen't want that yet,” he
said. “Hkinner's not here now—"
“You are I pointed out the captain of
the RHemove. s
“Qh,” gasped Bunter, "I didn't
o

HaaTL

“1 do*

"Hﬂ., hﬂu- l-'l:ﬂ- 120

Eilly Bunter made a bound for the
door. A grasp on his fat neck hooked
him back. A swing of the armn landed
hyn face down over the srmchair. ;

“ Yarocoh |" roared Bunter, in antiet-
pation, “I say— Whooop !"

Whack |

“I was thinking of letting vou off,”
explained Wharton; *but, as yvou're so
particular about my doing my duty :

Whack |

l.t::]}lv; I"iingnm:ri Bunter.
a ol”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Whack !

"Yarooooooaooap I

Bunter's fat neck was relessed. and
he squirmed away, .

“Hold on!” said Harry. "I haven't
given wyou & Jolly good batting yet!"

“Yaroooh "

“You ssid a jollyr good one, didn't
wou ¥

“Beast "

Billy Bunter did not hold on. He
flew. He svemed to have changed his
mind about a joil% good batting being
due to slackers. e foirly whizzed out
of the doorway of Study No. 1, and
vanished up the Remove passage,
followed by & roar of laughter.

“By gum!” eald Putnam van Duck.
“1 guess I'm wise to the how of i1t now!
That guy Bkinner was on his way to
string- old Coot along when we met up
with him! I guesa T'll hand him s fow
when he moseys in! I shall have to
get old Coot on the long-distance and
cxplain some. By the great horoed
toad, I'll sure make that pie-faced gink
Skinner feel like he woas an odd pieco

“T at'tt Nat
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Skinner rose from the bed as the gangsiers entered. *' I—I1 say—"" he stammered.

“Yon

cheap skate ! ** roared Chiek Chew,

turning on him savagely.

s
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* You two-cent

remnant ! And me figuring that we'd cinched that gilt-edged young gink, Van Duck ! ™
Skinner lalrly trembled as he faced the three disappointed gangsters.

that the cat brought in and left lying
around 1"

But that dire threat, as it turned
out, could not be immediately fulfilled.
For when tha Greyiriars fellows
assemhbled in Hall, for calling-over, one
fellow in the Remove failed to answer
to his name, That fellow was Harold
Skinner.

Skinner was missing 1

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Glit-Edged !

R. CHEW smiled, with a gleam
M of teeth and gﬂ,id stoppings.

“Did I mention it was pie?”
he asked.

“Yeap | said Bud.

* Mebbe,” 2aid Chick complacently—

“mebbe you'll get to remember, in the
long run, Bud, that this baby never
gots left! Mebba you'll chew on that,
Bud Parker, spd gquit grousing. i'm
telling yout”

“We've sure got by!” said Buad.

“Sure!” said Tug. “I'll say it was
easy |V

he gangstera were standing in the
garage, where the Daimler now stood
by the Llittle black car. Chick was
grinning with satisfaction—Bud was
bright with newly revived _confidence—
Tug was beaming! It was as happy
and satisfied a party of gapgsters as
could have been found anywhers in
Chicago.
Tug took a key from his poecket and
stopped towards the inner door. Chick
and Bud followed him.

“I got him cinched safe!l™ said Tug.
“And, you want to believe me, he
allowed that he wasn’t Putnam van
Ducl when I got him herel T'm tell-
ing you, he wanted to put that across!
I sura been snickering a fow over it!”

Chick and Bud chuckled.

Tug unlocked the door and threw it

2I.

A junior rose from the edge of the

as the gangsters entered.

“I gucss I'm glad to meet up with

u, youn Putnam !” said Chick
glcandl;rr. “Eg(*ll tell a mean Great
Gophers | Great jumping snakes!

What vou got hers, you Tug? Where's
that Putnam van Duck ¥

Chick stared at Skinner. Bud goggled
at him through his horn-rimmed glasses.
Tug stared at them.

“Say, what's biting you?"” he de-
manded. “That's Putnam van Duck ¥

“What " yelled Chick.

“Hay?"” roared Bud.

Tug locked bewildered.

“¥You ain't telling me that that young
guy ain’t Putnam van Duck!™ he stut-
tered. “That's the guy what came
along the read, and give ma his name
as Putnam van Duck, going to see old
Coot! He sure iz Puitnam ¥

“Puilnam nothing 1 yelled the en-
raged Chick. “You telling me you
cinched that pie-faced, slab-sided cheap
skate, fipuring that he was Putnam van
Duck

“He =ure allowed he was that very
identical guy when I met up with him,"
gasped Tug.

“Carry me home to diel Buy me a
pine packet, and put fHowerz on 1"
groaned Chick Chew. “You pesky,
dog-goned bonchead—"

“I—I say—" stammered Skinner.

Uhick turned on him savagely.

“You cheap shato!” he roared.
“"You two-cent remnant! Who're you?
And what's this here gamal”

“I—1 told him I wasn't Van Duck !*
groaned Skinner. “It was only a lurk
when I said I was. I told him after-
wards—"

“ A lark ! said Chick ferociously., I
guess if you was in Chicago, a feller
about your size would bo fished out of
the lake to-morrow morning for that
there Jark! Bure! Tug, you bone-
head—"* .

“How'd I know " gasped Tug, with
a glare at Skinner. “Tﬁg.t pesiky guy
sure strung me alon »

“Aw, can it1” snorted the gangster.

“Pack it up, voul e figuring that
you'd cinched that gilt-edged roung
gink—and wvou landing me like this
with that cheap skatel Aw, you pesky
bonchead '™

Skinner stood trembling.

The threa dizappointed pgangsters
withdrew into the garage, where they
held 8 whispered consultation.

Skinner waited—shivering. His fate
depended on the outcome of that con-
surtation. He wondered dismally what
it was going to be.

Finelly, Tug camo in to him,

He did not speak. He collared
Skinner, hooked Iuim into the garage,
and bundled him head over heels icto
the little black car. Skinne? squealed
with apprehension as e was bound
again—iijl his

squerls were cut short
by the gag.

Then the rug was thrown
over him.

He heard the engine start. He f{clt
the car 'in motion—rapid motion. Ie
was being taken away—somewhero!
Where?

Centuries, once more, scemed to pass,
as he lay suffocating under the ruz.
Of the direction the car ook, he had
not the remotest idea.

But it stopped at last.

The rug was taken off; he was
released, This time Tug did not aszk
him to light down. He took Skinnper
by the neck and slung him bodily curt.

Skinner sprawled and yelled.

He blinked round him. Grass and
irees met his dazzled eyes in the bhright
May sunset. Where wak he? It flashed
into his mind that he was on Courtfiald
Clommon--hardly a couple of miles from
Greyfriars! He realised ihat the
gangsters did not want him, and had
taken him back as the easicst methoad
of getting rid of him. Chick wanted a
millionaire’s son—a cheap skato was no
vse ta Chick!

Tug grasped him again, and et liha
on hiz feet.

(Continued on page £3.)
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START READING THIS THRILLING STORY OF MODERN PIRACY TO-DAY I’

CAPTAIN VENGEANCE!

By JOHN
BREDON

A Short Life and a Merry One !

OR & split socond young Roderick

F Drake - found himself logking

Death in the face as Von Eimar,

irate and master-spy, glared

‘.t‘uthlc-sifj' {}nwn the sights of his auto-
matic pistol, .

In thinl eruiser Zermae, Roy Drake had
voyaged to the famous penal island
settlement of Nemesis Island, belonging
to the Republic of Varland, there to
intorrogate Convict No. 333—otherwise
Won Etmar—who had been sent there by
the activities of his father, Morgan
Drake, mystery man of the DBritish
Secret Service., Little had Roy sup-
posed that Von Eimar, on that very day
of the cruiser's arrival, had organised &
mutiny among the convicts that had
thrown the whole island scttlement
under his ‘sway. Nevertheless, it was
s fact, and now, having l?r :L masterly
bluff secured. possession of the cruiser
itself, Von Eimar had revenge in his

reach. .

Roderick. Drake sat rigid., He had
known nothing of the startling events
that had teken place in_the penal
colony, But there, incredible as it
seemed, was his father’s old .enemy,
Won Bimar, scowling over the levelled
automatic, and ﬂgo arch-mutineer =
finger on the trigger.

Then &all at once & sinewy brown hand
caught the convicts’ leadér by his broad,
square wrist, Twisting his bull neck,
Von Eimar ecowled into the face of
Ronald Westdals, his Engliah

lieutenant. . ]
- “Cut it out, Von Eimar 1* said West-

dale, emiling = little ‘wearily. * That
sort of thing won't do, you know. Cold-
blocded murder, and sll that. I'd pack

it up 1

The piggy little eyes of Von Eimar
narrowed to mere slits. S

Roderick Drake, slowly realising the
situation, glanced quickly from one to
the other & he sssessed his chances.
For one moment it seemed as if all the

t-up storm of Von Eimar's rage wos

to be exploded upon the daring English-
man's head. 'ﬁian the arch-mutineer
ensed the tension by uttering a short,

ttural laugh, slipping the gun back
inte its holster,

“T thank you, Mr. Westdale!™ Hoe
clicked his heels, Teutonio fashion, and
bowed stiffly from the waist, thumbs to
the sesms of his white trousers. Tha

host of a smile hovered around his
thin lips. “¥You have done me a service,

friend. Achl A moment ago I
might have done 8 most foolish and
regrettable thing—shot one who should
prove to ba a useful hostage—and, more
than & hostage, a decoy ! It is not often
that my temper masters me, But™—and
this time & stesly hint of a threat
sounded in Von Eimar's silky voice—
“ another time von will be pleased o
remember that I am now your captain—
Captain Vengeaoce, the pirate, Mr.
Westdale, Although mysslf a mutineer,
I do not tolerate mutinies against
myself. Bear that in mind, for the
future, my impulsive and over-generoua
friemd.” |

With that, the smile upon his hard,
masterful features was more ominous
]l;han the blackest frown would have

Eern,

“As you will, Von Eimar,” answered
the Enghshman, with a shrug of his
bread ulders. “I'm not so sure that
it matters so much, so far es I'm con-
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Like wild beasts, the escaped conviets sprawled and lolled about the deck of ths
cruiser, laughing, drinking, and singing rlotously I

cerned, A convict; then a pirate 1" IHa
spoke harshly and bitterly. *'Life's not
g0 sweet a thing for me these days,
Captain Vengeance, that I'm likely to
hug it too closely to heart; as you may
guess from the circumstance of my being
n your company.”

on Eimar made no answer to that.

Instead, ignoring both Westdale and
Roderick Drake, the arch-mutineer, or
Captain Vengeance, as he now called
himself, strolled from the chart-room
out on to the bridge and gozed
sardonically upon the mob of released
convicta wﬁ;ﬁ wara talking, laughing;
and arguing in groups upon the stesl-
plated decks of the Varland cruiser.

Roy Drake heaved a sigh of relief.
He had been within a hairsbreadth of
death; that much he had seen in Von
Eimar's glare when the Englishman,
whose face seomed wvaguely familiar,
had jerked aside the pirate’s pistol,
Carelessly Ronald Westdala lounged
aside, resting his olbows on the narrow
wooden ledge benesth the chart-room
windows, ut befors Roderick Drake
could stammer out his thanks there
came a sudden interruption to attract
both of them.

It was the sharp, clear blast of
Yon Eimar's whistle, summoning the
convicts in lounging knots end groups
to the base of the forebridge.

Captain Vengeance surveyed them
is monocle. The scum

of the world was gathered there; brown.
scarred, bitter faces in the soft yellow
glow of tha deck lights—thieves and
murderers, treitors, spies, gun-runners,
dockside ratz, and “&n* men from the
big cities of BEurope; in a word, hardly
g man of them that was not & hardened
eriminal of some sort or the other.

Glancing through the dull glass of the
chart-room windows, Ro rake saw
the faces of all types and nationalities,
with their penal numbers and the
crimson ::'Ies:igger of Varland branded on
their naked, shaggy breasts. Every one
was armed with bavonet, carbine, and
revolver, loaded around their bare
shoulders with belts of brass-clipped
cartridges glowing in the light of the
slush-lamps, broad knives glxtt&pu? B3
they stood in massed ranks, evil faces
uplifted to the stocky, bard-faced man
on the bridge.

It would need a hand of iron mnd
nerves of steel, Roy thought, to handle
such & pack of reprobate and hardened

villains, Well, Von Eimar was
assuredly the men to Bl}ﬁ;}lﬁ euch
qualifications. Not for nothing had the

erstwhile international spy set sll the
chancelleries of Europe by the ears in
his _time. :

He spoke in En%ia’h, that being the
tongue undersiood by moest of the pc:rii:

glot gang, though the number
owned it ad their native language was
few.



It was & deep, ntbentive silence that
pettled wpon those lawless ruffisns as
his sharp, trenchant woice ocut the
atmosphera of that warm tropicel night,

MNow it was that Von Eimar showed
his powers of leadership and organisa-
tion, to say nothing of the almost
uncanny, retentive memory that the
mnﬂtar-spi possessed. For the past two
years he
records and card-indexes of
Zarda's 'ﬁ:mnn office. By name and
number know every man of the
convict settlement, ether with his
criminal record end his nationality—
and, what was now of the utmost
importance, the trade or calling, apart
fromm crime, which he normally
followed,

In quiet, incisive tones he assigned to
each man his particular duties, Killer
Moran, the giant American racketeer
who had once held a first mate's ticket
on & rum-runner in the old dayas of
Prohibition, was made Von FEimar's
first  lieutenant. Ronald Westdale
becama gunnery lieutensant; Mikhail
Lebedoff, late Russian naval artificer,
was appointed chief engineer, with a
black squad of Chinese and negroes.

& villainous Dr. Nieuwe, of course,
retained the post of medical supervisor
that he had held in the prison hospital,

As for the rest, quite a number had
followed the sea ot some time or other,
many as smugglers or gun-runners,
some even 48 slavers in the
These were made inferior officers
according to their qualifications. Not
only that, but some even of the naval
mea of the Zarmae, dissatisfied with
their conditions and pay, which last waa
several months in arrears, signified
their willingness to join in with theé
mutinous convicts,

With these instructors Von Eimar
had quite a respectable nucleus for his
pirata craw.

The arch-pirate concluded with a

ort epeech, leaning over the bridge-
rail, with the glowing butt of a cigar
mlfus plump fingers.

“"“Men, I'm not going to disguise
from you the fact that this enterprise
of oura iz & desperste, life-or-death,
sink-or-swim business,

“In my younger days—that is, when
my oriminal activities had gone no
farther than what you Englizh *—he

lanced with a faint amii% towarda
Westdale and Roderick Drake, both
wnterested bystandere in the glow of the
bianscle - lamp—*call, _ believe,
‘serumping '—I was an  inveterate
dovourer of all those books coneerning
thae-old-time gentleman of fortune who
few the skull and crossbones on the
high seas.

‘One of their sayings recurs to me-—
* A short ife and a8 merry one, bullies I
It is & trite illustration of our position.
This is the twentieth century, the age
of wireless transmissicn, acroplane
bhombers, and battle-cruizsers that can do
their forty knots to the hour. The
times are past when our amiabla pre.
decesgors could gut-a ship, murder s
crow, and seil away for some con-
venjent port with nobody any -the wiser
for perhapa six months or more, A
pursued vessel to-day has only to send
out one 208, and a dozen warships
wil. be on the spot within twenty-four
hours.”

Ho flicked the ash out of his cigar
a-l_'t‘{I smiled grimly, ]

‘I am not saying thiz to discourage
you, but merely that you should under-
stand the olear facts, One advantage,
however, we have over our forbeara
_Everg‘;lhlp that erosses our bows, unless
it chances to be & man-o'-war, is
certain to be unarmed and helpless.

Covernor

ad been in charge of all the ¥

Red Sea.
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And there are some rich prizes afloat
in these seas, carrying millionaire pas-
sengers, and laden with bullion into the
bargain !
e paused,

forefinger.

“"With reasomable luck, we should
make some rich hauls in the brief time
that is open to us. Understand this|
am. master hero! If eny man fails
me in the discipline and efficiency I
shall require—well,” that man
better never to have been born! We
shall meke our fortunes in a month, my
friends, or we shall make Davy Jones
locker 1™

raising an impressive

e

A Talk with a Traltor !

ODERICK DRAKE felt a hand
upon hiz shoulder.  Turning,
he saw the handsome, vet lined
and drawn {features of the

fellow-countryman who bad not long

since paved him from Von Eimar's
passing fit of fury.

“You'd better come -with me,
yvoungster,"” said Ronald WWestdale,

with a faint smile, as Von Eimar, con-
cluding his speech, sirolled into the
charthouse, without a glanca at them.
“It won't be safe above decks for you
among all thess two-legged sea-wolves!
Seum of the earth!” He Bung a

withering glance over the bridge-rail at
the ragged rascals who were dispersing
from under the fore-bridge, animatedly

discussing  Von Eimar’'s worda.
“There's hardly one of thae dogs that
doesn't cheat the hengman with every
breath that he draws[”

Nodding, Roy followed Westdale as
the convicl descerided the bridge-ladder
fo the gun-deck.

The " boy was puzsled.
Westdala's  clean-cut, od-locking
featurea wera vaguely familiar to
him, wet_he did not remember to have
met him before. e could not place
the man. Quite obviously, the tall,
upstanding Englishmean, with the clear
ﬁerﬁr eyes and pugnecious jaw, did not

long to this rogues’ republic of un-
hung cutthroats.

The escaped convicts, three hundred
ragged rogues in all, were enjoying
themselves gaifter the manner of their
kind. Lika wild beasts they sprawled
and- lolled wupon the riveted deck-
plates, about the cowled veniilators, the
hatches, and the shielded four-inch
guns on the well-deck battery. '

Al were talking, laughing, drinking,
and singing in riotous orgy They had
looted the stores from the eruiser and
from Governor Zarda's rivate
quarters, and now theso calloused
scoundrels, straight from the hardships
tnd privations of Nemesis Island, were
emoking exzpensive Havanas, guzzling
whisky. brandy, and clatet neat from
shivered bottle-necks.

After o prelimivary examination of
the oruiser's maps and charts, Von
Eimar had retired to the captain’s
cabin of the Zermac, which he had now
renamead the Vengeance.

Seowling, suspicious glances followed
Fonald Westdale and derick Drake
a8 the two descended the after com-
Faniﬂnwa to the 'tween decks, dimly
ighted by evil-smelling slush-lamps.
Saclily the ruffians drew in their out-
flung naked feet aa they [glsuaad, peused
in their drinking and oiling of rifles,
ond fingered sharp knife-edges as they
glanced from squinting eyes and mut-
tered together in low tonea.

But none ventured to interfere.
Almost as much as Von Eimar and his

Homchow
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ready sutomatie, they feared Ronald
Eﬂﬁ’ﬁdﬂiﬂ and his hard, quick-lo-fiy
sta,

'I‘hruurgh a narrow gallery lined with
racks of rifles, Westdale led his charge
into a small cabin that had once
belonged. to the first lieutenant of the
Varland cruiser,

The English lad showed no signa of
fear.” Young as h>s was, in his fifteen
years of lLife he known many
strange perils and adventures as the
son and assistant of Morgan Drake,
Britein's master-mind and secret ageunt,
w!m had :ent many a epy besides Von
Limar to justice.

Ranald Westdale unscrewed s brass
rimmed circular cabin-port, and, light-
ing & cigarette, seated himself upon a
ﬂa]r; ed- table that he lowered from a
bulkhead.

"8Bo you'ra young Moderick Drake,
Morgan Drake's son,” said the Eungligh-
men, 88 & cooling breath of sea air
ﬁawaded through the open port. “I've

eard of you, even here onm Nemesis
Island. And I dare say you will
Eezimmher the name of Ronald West-

a E-f.l

There was & faint twitching of West
dale’s lips ss he epoke,

“I'va rd it before,” reflected Roy,
saarching his memory.

“Well, if I'm to exil under the Black
Flag, I shan't sail under false colours,
at all events,”  Bhamefacedly West-
dale  avoided the bay's eyes, gazing
steadily through the porthight. “lIn
cane vou don't remember 1t all, I'll
rofr your memory & little, I've

ood cause to remember every little
mn}:]&mt, every single detail, only too
well,

A few years ago I was a naval
lientenant, with a promising career in
front of me, But 1 wss a fool—an
utter, completa focl! I gof into debt—
what with cards, horge-racing, and the
deuce in general. Then there was =
girl, I thuught the w?ﬂd of he}r. Of
course, she was a or soma forei
ower, Beforse I :I;::Hmd what I wga::
oing, she got some important dock-
Eg]rd gecrets out of me. Then she

ted, and left me  to stand the
racket.”

With a reckless leugh he swung
sway from the portlight, pitching the
stub of his cigerette mto the sea.

“That'a how I came to Hnd myself
on N?mmis iﬁlan&. chum,”’ he finighed
bitterly, “The spy gang was in
with helped me to Igat away to Yar-
land, up in thé Baltio. There I was
enfe for m time, till your father in-

dizeed t.im‘ authorities thers to pass
their criminal refugees’ law, and, like
tha rest, 1 was shipped off here. Now

I'm branded as & spy and a traitor—
a convick on Nemesis Island, and tho
next thing I'm likely to become i3 a
pirate.” f:h} laughed in fierce derision
.:m?cjl. self-contempt. “ Pretiy good, isn't
it

Roy Drake dido't answer. Now that
Westdale had outlined the facts, he
remembered the casa fully., In a way
ha couldn't help Eaeling very eorry for
Westdale, who, more fool t']‘lan rogne,
had paid such a terrible price for his
crime,

Ronald Westdale scowled moodily at
the strip of carpet on the cabin floor,
hur]:{*ing elenched fists into the pockoms
of his white uniform jachet.

“But if I met that girl again, or,
better, the blackhearted villain who
was bahind ber,” he muttered, between
shut teeth, “I'd—well, I think there'd
be murder done |*

A rhadow fell athwart the threshold
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of the cabin. Both lsoked up sharplr.
It was Luis Raemiro, the South Amori-
gan crook, dding softly on light,
cat-like tread., He had chan his
conviet rags for the gaudiest clothing
he could find aboard the eruiser, and,
with a psir of gold ear-rings he had
ust stolen, and a vividly heed hand-
erchief awathing his black, greasy
curls, the swarthy Latin looked the
part of & pirate to the Life.

“3o0! And what is this I see, com-
panere mio?’ he asked, purring in
goft, sibilant English, with a flash of
dark and smouldering eyes. “Thae
little Ingles senor with the tall Ingles
brave, is it? Do we talk treachery,
amige? Do we seek to make terms for
ourself with the son of the so cunning
Morgan Drakue?”

His voice hissed like that of a moun-
:ainh-:a.t between his sharp, white filed
eeth.

“1 suppose vou can’'t help being a
‘sea-snake, Don Dago?”’ Westdale was
openly contemptuous. ¥ Treachery is
in your blood, and you meosure others
by ‘the same’ standard that wou fHind
good encugh for vourself. But keep
vour suspicions to yourself, Ramiro, or
there will be mourning in your ancient
and illustrious Castilian Eumig, which
was founded by a South Ambrican
peon and  knifer way back in  the
Argentine I

“Caramba "' The South American’s
eves blazed like lighted coals. “Yeu
insult my family! I am a hidalgo
by hirth! Ahl”

Like lightning his enakr. brown hand
flew to the richly hilted knifc that was
thrust into the silken folds of his scarlet
cummerbund.

But as his fingers closed upon the
dagger-sheath, it was to discover it

empty. Roy Drake had suatched it
from under his very hand.
“Is this yours, senor?” apsked the

bor politely, holding the hilt towards

the startied South American,
Westdale's gravity and angry con-

tempt dissolved 1nto en explosion of

lmﬁltar. _

I.thd ?1 thmnt:_rd &Enari- hf{lmwg
a ted the proffere aggoer-hilt, an
fell imr;l: a pace, not daring to malke
8 movement with it under the cold

gre - eyes of Ronald Westdale,  As sud-
enly as it had flared uwp, his rage
oozed out in fierce, muttered curses in

gibilant Spanish.

“MNow, d’ve mind sayin' your book o'
words out in the passage? I asks ye"
It was Hilarity Hinton, or ‘llarity
*Intorr, ns he called himself, the grin-
ning little Cocknay, whe took the mut-
tering Ramiro by the arm and piloted
him gently into the passage-way.
*“An’', if ye don't mind, my old canary,
take that manicure-set with you.”

With & enarl, Luis Ramiro thrust
tho dagger back into itz elaborately
worked  sheath, and, darvting =a
malignant glance over his shoulder.
climbed a steel ladder to the gun deck
pbove,

Hat on one sida of his head, thumbs
resting in his belt. Hilarity Hinton
surveyed him whimsically as he went.

“Narstv-bempered cove, that dago,
Mr. Westdale,” he said, with a grin
to the ex-naval lieutonant, sz Ramiro
heaved  his  lithe beody through =a
seuttle, “Sort o' bloke as’d cut your
throat behind vour back, as the Irish-
man said, out o" sheer kindness of "art,
Rot mo Dbilly-kin if he wouldn't, the
dirty furriner "

Westdala laughed tersely.

THE MAGNET

" We'll be having trouble before long
with Von Eimar's crew of cutthrosats,™
he said grimly. And with that he
closed the ecabin door.

Von Elmar Shows the Iron Hand !
T HE trouble came sgooner than

even Westdale anticipated-—in

fact, the very next morning.
The piercing notes of & bugle
roused Ror Drake from hiz slumbers
at the wery FfArst flush of daybreak.
Climbing to the dewy-damp gun .deck
in the chill mists of morning, the lad
found the conviets scowling and mutter-
ing a3 they mustered under the bridge,
ruihing their tired eves and yawning.
*“VWhat in blazes is t' matter wi' Von
Eimar{’’ growled one close-cropped,
evil-eved rascal as he passed beside the

"}

English lad. *TFond o discipline,
h'amn't he? Thinks he's prison
P'r'aps ‘e

vernor hisself, belike.
ﬁrgﬂts 's 'ow theer's been a mutiny
on this island once, an’ mebbe will
agein.™ ,

Crowled ocaths from his companicns
sounded 1n agreement, .

Unleashed now from galling prison
discapline, the convicts were disposed
to sink ioto idle lethargy, eating,
drinking, and slceping. But that was
not Von Eimar's way, and it was sipg-
nificant that =all the growls and.
grumbles subsided suddenly a= the con-
victs caught sight of his stocky white
figure stalking the upper bridge.

The shrill squeoal a? a pipe belong-
ing to the one-eved Finn sailer man,
whom Von Eimar had promoted to be
boatswain, stiffered them into some-
thing like orderliness. In & few curt
words the pirate captain assigned the
tnen to work-parties wunder officers.
Some were sct to pelishing the brass
fittings and the ancher ecable, cothers
to swabbing the decks, while parties
were sent ashore to ransack the prisen
stores.

Cthers, wnder the eve of Ronald
Westdale and & master gunner, who
had been in the Varland Novy, were
put to working the electric emmuni-
tion hoista, cleaning, oiling, loading
and unloading the great eight-inch and
six-mneh gans, and receiving their first
lessons in elementary gun-drill,

Murmurs thers were in plenty, buot
it was hidden by shading hands. And
sudden glances were flung from eyve to
eve, only when the broad back of the
arch-mutineer was turned from them.

Roy Drake, finding himself alone and
unheeded, paced forward to the iron
fore dm:h:,_ vwhere unwilling convicts

“were seraping the rust off the hawsers,

and busy with brushes and paint-pots
under the eyve of the Finn. Ieaning
on an iron rail stanchion., the boy
gazed over the waters of the lagoon
towards Nemesis Island.

Above the feathery erowns of coco-
mut-palms  loomed the cool, white
prison buildings, and the tall observa-
tion tower, etched against the intense,
dazzling blueness of the sky.

Wartly the bor glanced around him.
One dive into the jode-green, translucent
waters of the bav, a iim't swirt to tho
shore, and he would be hidin
thick, green tangles of tropica lj1.u1|§';l-!:n
that clothed the izland like a leafy net.
Was it worth chancing it? ever,
hunger, thirst, the prospects of & bullet
from the convict sentry atm]lini tho
guarter-deck, months perhaps of being
marooned on this island of evil fame
urti] help arrived.

in tho

He decided that it was. Betior, at
least, than sailing as & prisoner and
hostage under Von Eimar's pirate flag.
with the probability of ginking with the
pirats cruiser when at last it foundered
under the gun-fire of avenging warships.

Ha tock of his shoes. The convicts
working within a yard of him knew
nothing until & loud splash into the
water snnounced the boy's escape. Yells
resounded from the decks of the
conviets’ cruiser, .

But luck was not with Ror Drake In
his desperate attempt. Round from
under the stern of the oruiser came
sendding & motor-launch, with the out-
board ins thundering at full revolu-
tions as it propelled in his wake.

Two minutes later, drippinl;,' kicked,
and buffeted, Roy found himse f dragged
up the accommodation-ladder to the
deck of the cruiscr, whers a mob of
Lowling convicta eurrounded him.

“Thig be ha!" snarled the same evil-
eved ruffian whom Roy had heard mut-
tering discontentedly a short half-hour
before. *“ Morgan Drake's brat| Who's
got o ropal ﬁﬁa’ll awing him up to the
vard-arm—ay, an’ Gov'nor Zarda an' t
admiral with him! An' Von Eimar, too,
if he says a word—" _

The words died on the man's lips, as
he suddenly noticed Von Eimar stand-
ing within & yard of him.

“You were about to say M in-
quired the arch-pirate, with suave and
mocking politeness, as the man faltered,
And the conviets holding Roy released
the English lad.

Wildly the man glanced around him,
nerving himself for the defiance. The
smoothness of Von Iimar's voice
deceived him. A mutter from behind
heartened him to glare savagely into
YVon Eimar's calm, emiling face.

“Look ye here, Von Eimar, we're
carryin’ things too far!” he said
choliingly. “Ye're ridin' wi’ too 'igh a
'‘and. * 8¢ thinks I, ar' so thinks the
others "

“Ay, ay ! rumbled three or four men
behind him,

“Bo0?!" Yon Eimar spoke with dis-
arming blandness. “Is that the case?
How many are with you? Let me see.”

Shifting and shufling, a small group
lined up behind the sullen mutineer.

“¥ou men are dissatished with my
leadership?” Von Eimar's light blue
eves ran over them g}easanﬂy. )

“Av, that's sol You've got too ‘igh
an' mighty & way with you, Von
Eimar " said one grufily,

And the others nodded easent.

“¥ery well,” Von Eimar nodded his
equars, shaven head. %1 will constrain
no one to follow my leadership.”

There was & sigh of reliet from the

men., Thoey had boen dreading an ex-
_le.:rséan. But their relief was short
Ve,

“0Of course, vou ecannot sail with me
on the cruiser,” Von Eimar ran on
quietly. * But there 1s an easy way out
of the difficulty. You can remain here,
on Nemesis Island.”

The little gronp of malcontents
gasped.  Buddenly they realised the
trap into winch thoy had fallen.

“Remain—remein ‘ere?” gulped the
firet spokesman, paling. ** gu ermesis
Island ¥ ©Oh, no, cap'n—not that! We
climbs down. You wins, 'n von
Fimar. D-don't leave us on & island,
cap'n—och, don't!”

bdurately Von Eimar shook his head.

“You have made your choice, men.
Got off the ship!f You remain on
Nemesis Island till the Varland Govern-
ment sends a ship 1"
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In horrar the men protested. Von
Eimar was unbending. They fell on
their knees, crawling to him on the deck-
plates while their convict companions
stood around, silenced and awed. No
punishment that the arch-mutineer could
mvent would have been half sa dreadful
a3 leaving the wretched recalcitrants
ashore on the penal settlement to
await the vengeance of the Varland
authorities.

Curtly Van Eimar ordered Ronald
Westdelo to see them into a boat, then
:]urncd abruptly on his heel and left

1ent,

Roy Drake, stunned, stood watching
the glumness snd dismay among the
convicts; and then Krunow, the Finn
bos'un, a.pi?maﬁhed him, jingling o pair
of handecuffs,

“Dis way, boy,” he said, in his diffi-
cult English, chpping the irons on the
lad’s wrists and urging him down the
ladder to the ship’s brig. “Der capt'n,
him say ‘Keep dat younker safe, or
¥ou be moroon’, too I’ gum on ™

There was no help for it, and Roy
Drake accompanied the Finn forward.

Beeing him safely locked in the steel-
walled cell under the foredeck, Krunow
grunted in his sheggy and re-
turned to his duties

At War with the World !

WO days after Von Eimar’s well-
planned and highly suecessiul
coup, the Government supply
ship arrived at Nemesis Island.

It had been Von Eimar's intention to
escape in this ship, but the unexpected
arrival of the Varland cruiser had not
only caused. him to alter his plans, but
had ‘given him & powerful man-o'-war
into the bargein. i

Never waa there & more surprised
man than the skipper of the Government
steamer, as ong, grey, sinister war-
ship which-he recognised as the Zerinac
mdpden'ljr hoomed out an eight-inch shell
from one of her gun-turrets, and
hundreds of ragged convicts and rene-
gade naval men put out in boats to
!ﬁ:ard his vessel as it stesred into the

.

The crew were too utterly bewildered
to offer any resistance, snd the newly
fledged pirates swarmed all over the
veasel, hauling down the Varland flag.

KFore and aft the supply ship was
filled with giagnt iron cages. Train
upon these barred pens—which were
ecrammed  with hungry, half-naked
convicts—were brass nozzles that, st a
riven signal, could spurt jets of blinding,
scalding steam upon the helpless occu-
penis. They had short methods with
vonviet recaleitrants aboard that ship,

Fifty International eriminals destined
for Nemesis Island wore huddled like
wild beasts in these closely packed cages.
'I'hey howled like madmen 83 their
fellow convicts boarded the vessel, and
wild babble, explanations, and yells of
joy ensued as they were reloased.

escuers and rescued alike danced
and embraced one another on the iron,
rusty decks, and the horrified guards
and erew, stripped to their skins, were
hustled into the cages in their place.

Von Bimar stegpﬂd into the wheel.
house, followed by Roneld Westdale
and Killer Moran. .

“ This ship will supgly us with all we
requira for months,™ he =aid to his two
livutenants. * Food, ammunition, ¢loth-
mg, coal for_ the cruiser’s bunkers—
u\rerﬁhmg. Fortunately, we surprised
her before she was able o send off a
wireless message. She 13 not expected
back in port for three weeks, and =0 we
have that much grace before the alarm
is gpread throughout the world, The

EVERY SATURDAY

uestion arises—what shall we do with
the prisonersi™

“1 guess thar's one short way, Cap,”
growled Killer orap, LI:;I-GI: Ehu
pesky galoots in the cages; gov'mor,
admiral, an' all, and turn the steam
jets on ‘em an' open the sea-cocks se
a3 zhe'll sink 1”

Von Eimar rubbed a
prominent chin,

“The plan has its advantages” he
admitted. “* Dead men tell no tales '—
that was the motto of our forerunners
in the days of Morgan and Captain
Kidd. And in this delectable game of
piraey we are bound to swing in any
case if we're cawght. What 13 your
opinion, Mr. Westdale I

ha face of the ex-naval lieutenant
cxpressed his contempt and disgust.

‘That's the advice of a Chicago
gangster,” he sadd shortly. “And 1t
suits him. But it doesn’t suit me, nor
you, I hope, Von Eimar. We're nono
of us saints. But cold:-blooded killing
of hundreds of men, sailors, officers,
werders—no, that’s too thick by a long

WEE'E”

iller Moran snerled in hiz thick
throat. But he avoidad the cold, fear-
lezs eves of the Englishman.

“A little thick, ss is your English
saying—true !” agreed Von Eimar.
" But what then? I don't like it, but
we ocant carry all those men as

risoners—we can't spare the provisions,
or one thing; for another they out-
number us now by two to one, and it's
too dangerous !”

“Then maroon them on the island,”
urged Westdale. " 'What can they dof
If we wreok the wireless station and
all their tools. they can neither send
for help nmor build a boat. They'll
have to" wait until a ship arrives to
inquire after the missing cruiser.”

Slowly Von Eimar nodded his shaven,

straight-backed head.
“That will serve our purpose,” ho

square,

sald in agreement. M Very well!
rejpice to find a way out of the
diffieulty. Have the prisoncrs set

ashore, Westdale, and then we'll scuttle
this hulk after gutting it of everything
that we necd.”

A day of bard work then {ollowed
for Von Eimar's gang of pirates and
rileased convicts,

Derricks were set to work, and the
cargo of the supply vessel was tran-
shipped from her hold to that of the
pirate cruiser. While teams of the
prisoners thus strained and sweated
under the rifles of the late convicts;
others of Von Kimar's men were busy
at the prison quarters. The stores were
rooted out, and everything wequired
was ecarried aboard the eruiser.
Dynamite was used to shatter the walla
of the fort and prison; and such huts
and storage zheds that remained were
set on Are.

Every tool or instrument that might
be uwsed for the making of a boat was
either destroyed or carried away. They
were articularly  ocareful  about
the wireless ftransmission set. Every
delicate iustrument and switchboard
was smashed almost to powder by the
tima they had finished.

By sunset, the sailora of the cruiser
and the supply ship, and the warders
of the prison, were left stranded dis-
consolately on the beach, With them
wera the half-dozen hapless convicts
who had dared defy Von Eimar.
SBupplies were left, sufficient to keep
them on short rations until help should
arrive. ]

As Westdale had said, there was mo
fear that the marooned men would bae
able to spread the alarm. Nemesis
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Island was far out of any of the
TeCOgni shipping routes. Even if
thay mana to conetruct a raft of
sorts out of the island timber, the con-
victs had seen to it that they had
neither compass nor chart to guide
them over the trackless ocean, nor so
much as a boat’s barrico to hold the
precious water.

For a month, at least, the castaways
would be eut off from all communication
with the outside world.

“What about OI' Man Zarda an’ ¢
Admiral, boza?" asked Killer Moran,
as the newly appointed. enginecrs,
greasers, and estokehold handas were
getting HF' steam under the watohful
eves of Mikhail Lebedoff.

“Bend them down to the black
sqqild,” s8ald Von Eimar with a grim
smile.

And Governor Zards and Admiral
Mericski found themeelves hustled down
to tha darksome, furnace-heated stoke-
hold, thers to endure the nightmare
of - slavery among bl and
Chinese detailed .for that duty.

The Zermac, or Vengeance as she
was now called, was not exactly =a
modern cruiser, but she was sufficient
for the pirates’ needs. S8he carried

four long eight-inch guns in. her
armour-plated turrets, two forward, and
two on the after-deck; six six-inchers

tao starboard and port on her well-deck

battery, besides searchlights, quick-
firers, machine-guns, and twa anti-
aircraft guns. Bhe was capable of

thirty knots on her powerful turbines,
the boilers being fired with coal instead

with oil as in the more modern
fashion; but that, aa it transpired later,
was an adventage rather than other.
WIS,

Certainly it is safe to say that she was
the most formidable man-o’-war that
ever flew the black fag of pirsey.

It was as sunset was melting into
night that she steamed out info the
Indien Ocean, deck-lights sblaze, her
crew making merry. On the comtro]-
top. Von Eimar watched eomtemp-
tuuus!};; as her iron stemn curled wp the
phosphorescent water under the light
of the stars, the SBouthern Cross, bright
in the heavens, trailing a stream of
light behind her taffrail. Let the dogs

rink and debauch to-night, he decided.
Te-morrow he would apply the curb
tightly enough. They lmcf) had already
a taste of his humour., Woe betide tha
man that withstood him a seccond time.

Leaning agsinst a steam-winch on her
after-deck wasa Boy Drake, released
now that there was no chance of his

ezcaping, Keeping apart from the
hilurious crew as he watched the
receding, indige shadow that was

Nemesis Island.  Probably he was the
only person alive that cver regretted
leaving the place. His thoughts were
troubled. A prisoner, and an enemy,
among these wild, savage, Jawless cut-
throats and pirates who held life
cheaper than dirt. Nor had he for-
gotten Von Eimar's ominous hint of
l:lﬁl':"_l%‘ him as a hostage and a decoy.

Silently the lad desconded to Ronald
Westdale's cabin ag a black tarpaulin,
crudely painted with a white death's
head, was hoisted to the masthead
in & riot of drunken checys.

For the first time for over a hundred
vears a pirafe man-o’-war was taking
the Idaeaa to wage war against the
world.

(Piracy in the fwentieth century! Von
Eimar has certainly taken on some job!t
But the arch-mutincer fhax alreadp
shawn the iron hand! Look out for
another feast of thrills in next weck's
chapters of thia modern pirate story.)

Tie Magser Lismrnt,—No. 1,479,
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THE GANGSTERS SWOOP!

(Cohtinued from page 23.)

He wasted no words on Skinner. e
It out his foot, delivering a kiek ithat
startid Skinner well on his way home.

Akinner yelled, and ran.

fie heard the ear roar away as ho
went, but he did pot look back. He
van and ran till he arrived st the achool
gales at last, and tugged frantically at
the Lell.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beatier Late Thap Never!
8 EINMER Y

Mr. Queleh, who wae taking
the roll in Hall, repeated the

A ITIE.
But there was no answering “ adsam.™
The Remore master, frownng,
marked Skinner as abszent, and went

on  with the wvoll. After which the
Greyfriars fellows slreamed out of Hall,

The Famous [Five could not help
wondering what had become of Skinner.
They knew [rom Bunter where he had
gone, and why. But there scemed no
reason why he shonld not have returned
leng ago. )

There was another man missing from
Lis wsual place, as well as Bkinner—
and that was the Greyfriars gunman,

Tho, pack had been relicved on
Putnam’s account when they arvived af
the school, and found the hares walting
for thém at the gates, but that relied
ligd not been shared by Poker Piko.

Poker had not come back after them.

With-the beliaf. fixed in his mind that
Chick Chew had, somehow, “ gof away "
vith the millionaire's son, 1’_::1-:{*1' was
busy. As he*had not come in, Harr
Wharton & Co. guessod that he was
hinting for the car that had carvied
off 'Chick end Bud: e task that was
likely to keep him busy.

Putnam van Duck joined. e Famous
Fivo as they -were going up to prep.
His face was very grave.

o Qav, old-timers,” he remarked, ™I

icss there's some sort of a guifl gamo
ﬁe&n going nn this afternoon. I becn
getting old Coot on the long-distance.”

Putnam had asked leave to telephene
to Mr. Ezra Coot in London. His tulk
on tho tclephone scemed to have dis
turbed hin. . o

YT was sure %mng to explain to ol
Coot how he'd been spoofed, and that
it wasn't this baby that tea'd with hun
at Courtfield 1" went on Putnam.  “ And
I'lIl “mention that you ecould have
kuocked me down with a coke-hammer
when he allowed that he hadn't been in
Courifield to-day.”

“Hadn't ! ojaculated Bob Clerry.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Nepe! MNor he never wrote to o
yesterday,” said Putnam. “Nor he
never phoned to-day. He don't kuow s
thing about 1t.”

Thga chums of the IRlemove stared at
Putnam van Duck.

That communication rather took their
breath away.

“ But——" gasped Wharton.

“B2omebody pho or

ned, Bunter

couldn't have taken the call!™ esaid
Nugent,
an Duck nodded. .
“Bure! Some guy has been using

old Coot's name! And I guess that
guy's name i3 Chew I”
The juntors jumped.

“Uhhick Chew ™ exclaimed Harry.
“What'd it lodk like?” demanded
Van Duck. *A sguy phenes in old

Coot's name to we here Yo get me along
to Courtficld—there was a car with an
Amurrican in charge waiting on the
road=—and Chick and Bud was found
hanging about on the common! Add
it up !”

Harry Wharton whistled.

“The whole thing was a trick of the
kidpappers ! he saad,

“That's the size of it! And me being
away, Buuter wanted (o walk inlo it
instead—and Skinner dished him and
walked right in ! said Puinam.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped DBob. " Then
Bkinnor—-"

“He's missing ! sald Van Duck.

The chums of the Remove all looked
very grave now., Now that they knew
that the genuine Mzra Coot had not
Leen concerned in the matter at all they
vcould not help seeing what it lunkeql
like. Where was Skinner?

HThat guy with the car wasn't wise fo
iy fronbispicce " said Van Duck. “1If
he had been ho wouldn't have let me
wass as Smikth, T guess, I'll zay he met
skinner next and—"

“And took hun for you!l” gosped
Baob.

“ Bure thing™

“Plhen Skinner——"

“They got him! Thai's why ho ain't
blown in*

The juniors weut up to the studies in
a thoughtfu]l and  worried mood.

But prep had not been going on a
guarter of un hour when the sound of a
bell was heard. A few minutes later
footftops. were beard in . the Remove
passage-—and six juniors fairly jumped
out of their studies to see whether it
was Skinner.

o was!

Skinner was looking tired and pale
and "worn. 1t was casy to see that he
hird not enjoved his afternoon  out.
Other fellows camo out of their studies;
all the Bemove were curious to koow
what had happened to Skinner.

All but six were astounded when he
told them, ‘Thereo was a buzz of amaze-
maoid i the Remove passage.
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“But how did 'they come to teke you
for Van Duck?” asked Bob Cherry,
with ‘a private wink at the Co.

Skinner shook his head. He had not
explained that to Mr. Quelch—who had
been very sympathetic—and he did not
intend to explain it to the Remove.

“Can't make that out!” he answered.
“But they did.”

“He, he, ha!" camo from the door.
way of Study No. 7.

é?ki:m-:.r gave the grinning Owl of the
Remove a glare, ]

“ He, lh':': e 1™ ;tﬁchlﬂ EEI;JIIDMII', i

rest enyoyment. & lie ' ESY,
gkinnen]“?as it worse than being locked
in a study? He, be, he!”

Skinner made no reply to  that
question. He tramped on to his own
study and slammed the door.

Putnam van Duck chuckled as he
went back to Study No. 1 with Wharton
and Nugent.

“Bearch me ! gasped Poker Pike.

It waes a sunny morning, and Herr
Wharton & Co. were taking a trot roun
the gquad after brekker, when a tired
man came in at the gates.

They had forgoiten Poker

Now they remembered him.

FPoker's glits of cyes opened wide epd
liis bowler hat almost fell off as he
gazed at Putnam van Duck.

“Carry me home to die! stuttercd

oker. )

Poker, it seemed, had made a might
of it. He had beon searching for
Putiinm van Duck! Naturally he had
not found him, as Putnam had been
asleep in the Eemovo dormitory all the
time. | .

Putnam grinned ot him cheerfully.
The Famous Five chuckled Poker
Pike rubbed his eyes and stared again.

“How'd vou gef awny, you Putnam
van Duck ?” gasped Poker.

“From whati" asked Patnam.

“Them dog-goned kidnappers—"

“Whao's been Lidnapped?" asked
P'ylnam,

‘Ain't you?” howled Poker.

““Not a whole lat 1

“You ain't 1" yelled Poker.

“Not so’s you notice it "

Foker gazed at hin.

“T'Il tell 2 man!” he said at last
“I'Il tell all Chicage! 1'll tell tho
whole United States ! ]

And the joniors, chuckling, resumed

their trot, leavin the Greyfriars
uminan  still  gazing  after  thom,
dumbfounded.

TRE ExD.

(The next yorn in this grand now
sévies 13 mare tirilling than ecver On fin
geenint mizs reading: “ORDERED T0
QUIT"  it's the finest yarn Frank
Richards has wel wrillen—and thais
saying something.—~FD.}
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CRICKETERS, BE

GENTLEMEN!

out. If the

Greyfriars game ia .
thiog to go by. thmuzl
about as much politenses
in cricket nowadeys as

woeks after the St. Sam’s | of jiffies, lul::mf — e — —

e omatiedl Ganeat: Doo. | hn geas momhy Boh | led the |hands t make ath-) When he reached fe| Burl led < s ot o i e
their comrmical ¢arser, Doc- | he waa wa 23 " ovle & | ha on won't make ath- an re 13 urleipgh amiled. 1 t saddened me,

tor Birchemall came gallop- “ Skamper along, Skell- | Hoad. * T_Tud%ra- my mar- { lotes out of thoss rabbits 1" | Bkool House, Burleigh Ind] “ Glﬁ?w ]ﬁfg it, nhn];m 1 How BIJNTER BE AT fell u, when Iat.:;[nﬁn:
ing fewriously down to the | ington 1™ he ye en- | vellous system of trmnmg, “Ratal™ the crowd straight to tie[Now I'll see about potting stroll round the p

Sports Ground on horse- | curmidgl I;r. Wade im, | Burleigh, the team is pre- * No, rabbits 1  said Bur- | Sixth Form Room. The 1e| our entry officially recker- fialda Iast Wedgm
bq].clL Ha held the rains in W&wa 1 Lead on, | paring to perform wnheard- | leigh, jerking his thumb in | locked the door and starbsd | nised.  We'll eall ourssives TREE.CLIMBING CH_AMPS' I passed Big Eldn

ono hand, a pistle in the Litr'r.legruh! Step on it, ] of feats of emdurance | Al- | the direction of the nSl!Juar- speaking, and in & ftw;the team from 5t. Alf's

aother, and a long, crool. | Starveling ! Bless my sole | | ready the stamminer of the | tans, “ Sir, lot me m
leoking whip in the other ; | What are you all dawdling | Spartans is such as to make | lasé request to  you

and there wos a grim, deter. | abaut for 1

Eportamen

I‘,'mu gpurious
mined epgspression on his!  This was insult added to | look meer spineless spoofers | allow the old brigade,

ekollarly fizzog. Those whe | injury with e vengenz, for |in m;:uiml Just look

were near onuff heard him | the Spartans wero ruoning | at ﬂmm I =

. y sports
muttenng into his beard a8 | as fast as their Aabby legs gmud] ydown | * Nothing doing, Bur-|esen for yoursslves *nss| * Well
the tm-::lh fondl

aitﬂ soroes the quad. | would carry them, whereas

don't turn my | Doctor  Birchemall was | that tho Spmana wWore at:lﬁ But T want fto ap-|my plea to abollish the | releef, as the mocting broka tree-climbing will now ad-

oncs mare !

!Hl

Epm-ta.ns inte  champion mched comfortably on the | on the run. But, grately to | peal—""

sprinters thia] lsfternoon,”

A grioning crowd fol- | sprinters wisely refransd—
lowed the Head of 5t. Bam’s |and ran for dear lifs to ‘:r]n:nwl'i:;.'u%_l
to the Sparts Ground to see | avoid the Head's whjp Burleig m:ru.l::ln

the fun. There they foond | instead ! ning a3 he looked ntr

k of his horse. - But it | hia chu.grm be found

he was muttéring darkly, | would have been asking for Warjr wingle Spartan had

“ then I'll eat my Sunday | trubble to point out that | collapsed i Th-ﬂ;r were all

warst mortar-board ! to the Head, so the Spartan about in various parts | Bor
ym& » puffing and | well save your breth

pl.'l.ﬂ-b! ljupl™

- He gave his steed a flick

“Ring off 1" gaid

abandon thia vencher and | aceount of Burleigh's brens-| breethe a eyllable about
by myself, to take over the| * Fellow - eportsmenl®| * No feart™

the | compete for St. Bam'if1|stand now, and we've at nf cu who were at the

es- “ Thors iz only one ﬂlnlﬁ Sports Day vou'll be ready about it In fact, it's not

o | jiffica the follows we:e|But, remember—mum’s the D084,

ning intently to's bwf | word | None of yon must _B_}"

led | wave. this1™ PETER WDD

eride Burleigh, *“¥a'w| * Rely on us, old chap I hope that you chaps
rt-hatuthnt a a.md who have alwa aaid

Docter Birchemeall ek Bu_r]-mgh, with & sigh of | Bunter was too weighty for
Spartans and allow wtolup. * We know hq’w wa | Euh you were wrong. Those

left for us to do, that Lms, too far to say that

to face the musml L

and catch Wicket.k

goi 5 Hezeldene an awful
said Burleigh. “Tl‘.ulm And, having given the Uﬁ remember Bunter asithe same route as thoy | wheck on the napp-arl

Loder gtop a ha.!l wnt.h I:un

id ha bow to

Fltigﬂ:rﬂ]d, the bowler,
and murmur, “ My fault,
sir*? Not a bit of it
He just danced op and
down the turf :,.ralpm like
some biessed dog :f

ing Fitz all t.I:m names he
eould think nfmmuluﬁg
a lot that T myself

never thought of bafore !

call-

em. | with the whip and trottod | this—to pretend we'm a|fellows that wi ice, | 8 a treo-climber for the restihad teken themselves— | Did ]:a rofuse] nJ' ;
the Bt. Ham's Spartans Burleigh of the Sixth " My hat ! By the look | off again, 3 o SR B §T of th

team from enother skcol | Burleigh went off to sattle of vour lives | snd doing it a jolly sight | xgs

othing o

Urges BOLSOVER MAJOR

The old-fashisned aoue-
teay that used to be part
of the ﬂ!mrm of ariakot fa

kind I What he did was
to laugh till tha tears ran
down his cheaks |

These incidemta—t
cal of the mort of
¥ap can 8sa any day of tha
woek—make me feel ::t-i
high time something
done to bring I:mck gi:-u
mannera to cricket. I've
made up my mind to do
all I can to help, anyway.

If 1 find anyone show-
ing bad mannera m u.;.r
fam& whore I° maip 7

m going to w H: t
up to him and say 'i;h
vou don't laa.m h-aitm'
mAnnera, 3{:1: p&a faced
peat, 1 shall give you a
cner on the hﬂkﬂl o £ 3
that ‘illl"ﬂrl;]'l.ﬂg doesn't
teach him to act like a
gontleman, I aball roll the
p.'lt-v:'-h with him, then j jomp
on him |

Huad ru.dﬂlju “It'sno good | the sporta. He treated it | least got something to train of the Tree-climbing Then on Little Side I| (Looks Iile cricket il
ﬂ:ﬂl arguing the toes, Wit]! utter kontempt 1" | for. Keep yourselves aa fit Ghﬂfﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂh’P certainly saw Smithy swing back | becoms a regular riot if
igh, 80 you may ne Shame | "' a3 fddles—and then on|WoDt have any doubts his bat to make & late cut | Bolsy carries out Ais threal.

r| Moy we suggest, Bolsy,
taciwe

that yoti aller your
and afari by cullivating a
et manners yourself f—

lined up on the runnmg joined the spectatora as the | of them, sir, the only kind It wos the Head's last |and to competa for tie|details of his brilliant|  Ib actual fact, the Cham- quicker, too | ¥ simply

irack. The fellows couldn't | sprinters finished the course | of race your Spartsns will | word on the subject—there | honners againsi the Iit. | branewavs 1 mnﬂ-h'li'gr had already been|gasped when they saw him | =

help larfng when th&;r for the second was no doubt | Sam’s Spartans as wel 12| (How ia Burleigh's ogi when Bunter put{ge without a single stop

locked at Doctor Birchem- | time. His eyea about that;|ever elss “ branewave ** going fo work | 10 80 appearance. The teat “ght 9 o Sop ob S fect FISH FAVOURS

all's eo-called athletes. Bo|farely flashed and as Hurlei m.-my hat | ¥ ol in prociice #  For the | tree was & very tall cak inja good thres feet beyond

anxfous waa the Hesd to | fire as he noted tramped off t u But- lj):'a Heald thu | answer read nest week’s in- | the meadow opposite Major|Bob's winning flag 1

win the inter.skools sports | ths feshle, fag. track hig face |reckernise us |  gumed|stalment of this mirth. | Abresher’s orchard, and| Waell, thers it was, any- SCIENTIFIC FEEDmG

without the help of Bur. | ging footateps waa very grim | Jack Jolly. raiging serial Bob Cherry and Digle Rua-|[wayl Whethar you like it

leigh's followers that he bad | of the Head's and stern. Ho Burleigh mmiled. sall, the ﬁnnlism* had both|or not, it goes down to

left out u.!l the [ollows Bur- | chosen athletes. had made up “ WA ﬁ won't. L] done their stuff and comea terity mow that DBunter &gys FRANK NUGEM‘
lﬁh oviously chosen | Cleaving  hia his mind what | thought of that alredr. down again, Bob having t the tree-climbing ]

An in the weakest |way to the to do, He | You sea, we shall gl le ANSWERS TO pucceeded in sticking his f;h&mpa st their own game || Fisher T. Fish gave a for yourselves, you see,

and umaat ﬂzzma.l spegdi- | front  of the woen't going to | disguised—disguised soth .t flag a few inches above I almost forgot to|lecture onm " Malputri- | I've made up bampers of

mens :.'l-t St. Bam’s in their | crowd, he ran stand for it ; | even our own motherswn's| CORRESPONDENTS. | Ruseell's, and thus winning ml_}’g ou Whjl’ he did it. tion * in the Rag last | food sufficient to last any

place ! The result was thatjon  to  the he wasn’t|reckernise us," 4 IHQﬂIEER " T e | th2 day. o explanation wos that | week, Malnutrition, to ﬂi’n two dayse. These

they looked more like & (track and m:-n:.-i'ly brought | win is an ambulanes race— | going to take it lying down, “ Grate pip ! " 4 What sort !f mﬁl:: Blunda]l «f the Fifth, the wmia’b sorumping in Major | eave you the fag of look- are guaranteed

eolleetion of old erocks than | the Head'’a horss to a halt, | with the EP[ll‘lﬂ.ﬂ.E on the | but he wan going to sit up “Well, what do mu :E:?t:! that fail nfm ?L-nd . i » Was just ha]ﬂmg up | Thresher's ﬂmhard Bunter ing it up in a dio,, means | to l:tl-ntmﬂ jest the nghh

o squad of Spartana | “St;ﬁj " ho cride dra- | stretehors | and take notiss at last | think of the idea nowt™ + of “thak. bo t.ra :::hs hand in the sign of had spotted s bull coming | u o de r-feeding. And | quantity of fat, protein
Litening flashed from the | matickelly. " I'm not going |  * Ha, ba, ha 1" “ Tallboy ! Tuffnut ! | asked Burleigh, s mr?:] !ﬂ' oby-trap vietory, when along came|tow him, and the oak- | Fishy, in hia lecture, | and nﬂ.rhuhydmtu re-

Head's eyes as he rained in {to see those fellows tort-| ~ “ Silenca!™ yelled the |Jolly! Follow me!" he| For severa) seconds fe ll'“w ;’3 " Lnow £ Bunter. tree happened to be the |muintained that practi- | quired to keep a guy ee

his and hailed thom | chered like this without a | Head as the crowd rosrod | sai grulfly as he walled |follows wars too merpsad ; G"I;n ?Fbuffﬂ?- That’s putting it milr_ljg; first haven of refuge he|cally every boy in the |8t as !}-.ﬁdd-l'ﬂ'—nn‘ I'm

in & voice like thunder, protest, sir! Why, every [ with larfter at Burleigh's | towards the Skool House. |to m:.' a. wnrrL Then fs- mn'h i T"m' I&' ® | what I should say is along(reached ! Eritish Islea is suffering | retailin' ‘em at the amaz.
" Ho, there, you sone of |ons of them has pgot the|sally. *“I'll have the lazy | Tallboy and Tuffnut, of the | denly Lm}ﬁ EEFGEE: E' jfu Eﬂuﬂ €T | lew Bunter! He cove Chaps have since been | from under- fandlnq.' Not | ingly low price of ome

doga!™ he roared. “ Pre-|stitch! Look st the way | yung raskals on their fset | Sixth, end Jolly, of the t.hmr fe-at., -uhaenu o Ht‘?in, 8 oger 8%!ihe ground ab a speed that Eu.l.{-l ng his-leg, becauss the hﬁﬁﬂmm we don't eat|shilling each. Cash with

pare for an afternocn of | they reel [ 7 again in a cupple of shakes, | Fourth, fell in and followed ver dickena 1 i was simply a ing, and turned out to be a tame h——ch dear no ! Tl:m order, -of course! Who

strenious gprinting! I'm Doctor Birchemall | beleeye mo ! ™

their leader, and on the * Oood old Buﬂalghf“ N. DUPONT {R-&mm} he made atraight for thejome belonging to old tmubﬂ 18, w:-nardmg

going to o gure that the | knitted bis browa. “L daresay you will,” | way to the House, Burleigh | *“ Hooray ' * Bolsover says he is gﬂinﬂg old cak-tree, Threshey t often wan. | Fish, that we don't mt.
offarts of thoss who march g | d::rn"t- uite cotton on, | =aid Burleigh, mt,ha.aknm- collected all the rest of “ Hip, hip, hoaray |® . |[to knock my o TUp he went like a fat{ders around the grounds. the nght thimgs.

under wmy banner shall | Burleigh | " ho seid. ful glancs at the Head's in- | old tesm of athletes ho had | * Wonderfu! wheeze, b7 | What shall T do 1 frog that was animated by| Boe that as it may, “ What I believe in and
never flag | Yoe betide tha “Than you moust be | strument of tortchor. ** But | been training for the s ove 1 The best adviee we can | cleckwork !  Bob blinked | Buoter has suscesded m | what I'm hyer to adwvo-
]a:.::;r lubbers who lag be. gu.t.henn that's all, | let me tell you, sir, that all | befors the Head had inter- * Brilliant branewnve,br{ give you, old chap, is not | and Russell rubbed his eyes. |beating the tree-olimbing | cate,’”’ declared Fishy, ™' is
hind 1 gir ! * said Bur mgh bluntly. | the whips you can Iny your ! fered, Gearga 1 ! to lose your head ! Bunter was. olimbing up by champs| scientific feedi atin’

" Mersy, gir ! " mmpmd * Bir, the time has

some of the sprinters. to end thi
" Meray fprintere. yw|iometc end this  WQULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

solhum farce |

eride the Head, with a leer, { the akocl iz to win
" Are you ready 1™ the sports you

The unforehunit Bpar-|and I must patch
tans nodded, and Doctor {up our differ-
Birchemall raised his pistle, { cocea |

Bang t The Head grin-

* Yaroooo ! ™ ned sardonically.

The Head's hand hed| “Know any
wobbled ma he fired, with|more funny
Potnt plank ot a1 | tgh 1 * b adhon.

8 1 e "he as !

PRI RAWOmar, ThA Emmsh cul. A stantiup Oght betwesn Bob
hullet pussed through his |lered fewriously. Job Bod saneht toisiog & lagss
brans and did no dam- “ Nothing fun- sar jasted five muu“g ik
midge. nier than the ver had one eye +» and

An hﬂniu e gprintars | story that will be his other nearly #0. Bob is not
mite have Imilt up of that | told nfmr Sports styled Remove champion for
little  axxident ma.kmg Daijr our sg- Dething—and Bolsover's bullying

called

things easier for them were artand wyon Bolsover admitied his ta
soon dashed to thﬂEO nd. | are allowed torep- Bob was quitk to offer his hﬁﬂ;:
The Head came galloping ! resent St. Sam's!" A “handy *? pal |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Lord Mauleverer hﬂn Eemovites
nur

pﬂamu the uth
then was bot 81 nm%ud Jorket

tka bedolothes of Bonisr thai
coolly +Borromed ** them . splite
“ Bk nn' 3¥

ting {he jacket uwp thﬁm t-n

But make it A% | ll.u.'.zr neéarly had

# 8t "—while lu:lurl'lu
wend - into "Eu” ol langhier |

(S A
A registared lstier tor Billy Buke Modest and shy ol *° heroics,’” Wuon Lung bas his own ways of Mr. Froul is avar umhruennnt
provoked the Owl tn;tut a:r.ﬁ- & wh].ﬂﬂu, Captain  of ** paying out ** fallows who bully how during & recent summer vao.
meni. He Iali wsore o Gre glad when the hls young brother, Hop Hi, in he went tarpon ﬂlhi:nan&
contain a fat umitl-.mu 1, :0m 'pruantlhlm thi Hmu' siiver the Eeond. Atter Bolsover had Florids, U.8.A. Bunter, ha u-
opening wever, nothiogrdol medsl for saving s cuffed Hop Hi, h'ﬁuﬂthﬁin;hpﬂnttuwrﬂ
a looss mm!ﬂmmﬁuwuﬂnﬂ:m Bir lsaves of his Latin grammar the i * mads by
whare b Cherry noliesd Hilton ‘Pun?u. Governor of gummed together. un Lung the ition, had to Usien to the
thai the wia posioiasksl ‘gammed ' on  the offersd him & *“erib? in clazs whole story. Bunter said he would
* Abardeen." Laber, Skimmer su soms time—Ilitile next bot it was an exercise almost rather have had tha
mmﬂhdnflmnﬁdtunnltﬂ.Mnim ngats  wounld filied with mm!um;lh.rmthluﬂﬂnlllr
I wa boo Bkinner | - dearly bave to * drowa M s exercizs was bke a promised (o give him |
bim | Chiness poxele—and oo **erroz*l

thanght-t 8 in
i Opar-
hnnni#h i

When he bad
finished and asked
for questions, the
first nuoation Tras
from Tom Brown.

“How eould we
learn to feed scians
tifically 1 * Browny

aaked.

Then Fishy
amiled. Looked pa
if he had bean wait-
ing for that guea-
fiom.

“You've gaid it,
Browny!"™ he
chortled. " Jest to
save you all the
trouble of studyin'
the spienas uf
correotb

wanta one tz:i's i
It'a i 0w
Fishy ﬂitltﬂg%ts E‘E’B}F with
it sometiroes. He hed
qu:ita & rush of ordery
In dus course his cns-
e v g e Ml
am ra. v
Ilintha found mﬁg
them 1 Tnu I naver
guess, 80 here's the list ;
1 packet of lard.
1 bag of flowr.
1 bag of split peas.
That +waa all the
hampera contained.
Fishy stoutly main.
tained, when the com-
plaints Bowed in, that it
was no swindle. The fat,
protein and carbohydrate
content waa O.K., and
the quantity sufficient to
last two days. But, in
epite of his indignant pro-
taat-nt.mm, his customers
weren't satisfied till bhe
had been rolled all round
the Rag and bumped in
every cornoer |



